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TREASURES OF THE 
TWILIGHT ZONE- 
GOLDSETTE EDITION 

You are about (o enter another ^ 
dimension. With these words, k 
each week Rod Sierliii" look ^ 
us on a strange and weird 
journey to The Twiliehi 
Zone, ill this special collection 
are treated to six of the most sought-after episodes 
and rare footage available nowhere else in the tini- 
verse! Truly beaiiliftil packaging makes this a col- 
lectible favorite for ail. lipisodes include: ir/;m* Is 
Ererjinnly. The Encomiler. Au Occurence At Owl 
Creek Bridge. The Eye Of The Beholder. The 
.\l(isk.^. and The Howling .Man. 

#5928 2 Volumes S29.98 

PROJECT A-KO 

This animated feature is the best 
in Japaninialion. A-KO is a nor- 
mal teenager... except 
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footage. Rc'cently tliis innovative 
mo\ie was re-rcle;Lscd into the 
theaters with great results. If 
you've never seen the moiie or 
want to rediscoier it - then this 
is the best time to do so. 

Features a cast of Harrison 
Ford. Scan Young, Darryl 
Hannah, and a fantastic perfor- 
mance by Rutger Hauer. 
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S39.98 








SPACE PATROL 

This ver\' special three volume collection features 
Commander Buzz Corrt' (played by WII hero Ed 
Kemnier) on daring missions around the universe. 
Join him :ls he battles 30lh Century villains. Three 
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Space Ship Graveyard, The 
Theft Of The Rocket Cockpit. 
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Androids Of Algol. The Android 
Invasion. The Exploding Stars. 
and The Atomic Vault. 

#6088 3 Volumes (Approx. 

240 minutes) S59.98 
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This entralling animated faiiuisy 
is about a future earth run by huge blue 
creatures who keep htimans ils pets, 
group of humans stage a daring revolt 
gain their freedom but their imLsters ini- 
tiate a series of repre.ssive acts to main- 
tain control. This imaginative film won^ 
numerous awards at festivals in both ‘ 

Europe and the United States. 

#6073 Approx. 72 minutes 

519.98 

ISAAC ASIMOV: VISIONS 
OF THE FUTURE 

rare and exciting video lets us look into the 
future through the eyes of the most 
prolific Science/Science Fiction 
writer of the 2()th Centuiy, This is 
the first video that explores the 
boundaiy between science fiction 
and science fact. Visions Of The 
Future was set to be a series but 
was never finished because of 
Asimov’s death in 1992. Even 
thotigh this series was not complet- 
ed, we thought it should be 
released. It features .Asimov's last 
interview and will live on as a tribtite to his 
magnilicent mind, 

#6175 Approx. 45 minutes 

529.98 ^ * 

BARBARELLA- QUEEN OF THE 
GALAXY 

Jane Fonda jilays the space aihentiiress, 
stranded on a frightening planet. Battling 
alien creitttires e\en’ step of the way, she 
also finds time for uninhibited sensual 
pleasures. Made in 1968 this wis one 
of Fonda's first films. 

#6107 Approx. 98 minutes 
$19.98 






STAR WARS TRILOGY LEHERBOX 
COLLECTOR’S EDITION 

For the first lime ever on video, all three films in 
Letterbox format to preserve all the power and 
sweep of the theatrical originals. This Letterbox 
Collector's Edition also includes a fourth 
\ideo, From Star Wars To Jedi. The Making 
Of A Saga, a 48 page George Lttcas book. 
Certificate of Authenticity pei’sonally signed by 
George Lucas, and 
incredible hologram 
packaging. A must for 
ever}' Star Wars fan :uid 
collector! 

#5927 Collector's 
Edition $99.98 
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STAR TREK 25TH 
ANNIVERSARY 
SPECIAL 

Join William Shatner, 

Leonard Nimoy, 
original cast mem- 
bers and the members of the ^ 

Generalioir in this fun informative tribute to Star 
Trek. A collector's delight filled with insider info 
and memorable moments, including behind the 
scenes footage and bloopers from both the series 
and the mories. 

#5697 Approx. 100 minutes $19.98 

^ Send check or money order (no cash) to: ^ 

I FUSION VIDEO, too Fusion Way 0^. SF40t 

' Country Club Hills, IL 60478 

I 1-300-959-0061, ext.SF401 
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Letters 



Deal' Mr. Edolman: 

I have greatly enjoyed the fii-sl six issues oT 
Science Fiction Age. Your magazine does 
jiresenl a wide variety of stories, and the fea- 
tures ai'e always quite interesting. These are 
what 1 consider to be the best stories pub- 
lished by Science Fiction Age in its til’s!, year; 

1) “The Fifteenth Station of the Cross,” by 
Charles Sheffield 

2) “A Defense of the Social Contracts,” by 
Martha Soukup 

3) “Oiphan’s Choice," by John Morressy 

4) “Another Counti'y,” by Kim Antieau 

5) “A Picture of Jesus,” by Piere Anthony 

6) “Puss in Boots," by Ronald Cross 

I hope that the second year Science Fic- 
tion Age is even more successful than the 
fust. 

Sincerely, 

Michael Samcrdyke 

Dear Scott Edelman, 

Norman Spinrad’s essay on the relation- 
ship of fantasy and science fiction was in- 
teresting, and on the whole I agree with it. 
But the bre\1ty of his sununary of the man- 
ner fantasy achieved modern commercial 
prominence is apt to lead the reader into 
error. Tolkien’s Lord of the Rings was in 
essence vanity published in England, and pi- 
rated in America, until popular outrage 
brought refonn and a legitimate edition. The 
Ballentines did not usher in the new age of 
fantasy. Lin Carter did edit a series of clas- 
sical fantasies, but though these originally 
did well enough, as time passed they fared 
worse, imd finally did not sell at all, and the 
series was shut down. At that point fantasy 
might have been considered dead in the 
water. Then Lester and Judy-Lynn del Rey 
brought in new writers like Terry Brooks 
and Stephen Donaldson, and converted es- 
tablished ones like Piers Anthony, and from 
the ruin formed a new fantasy era. 1 was 
there. 

Let’s give credit where credit was due: t,o 
the del Keys. 

Piem Anthony 

Dear Science Fiction Age: 

Norman Spinrad’s article on Science Fic- 
tion vs. Fantasy was interesting, but has a 
few problems. For one thing, he blames the 
simplistic moral dualism and “might makes 
right” Good on Fantasy. Has he never read 
the Lensman series? The problem with bad 
science fiction is not that it is bad fantasy, 
but that it is bad. 

On the other hand, he claims all (read; 
good) science fiction takes place “in the 
realm of the possible.” Alia. Therefore, all 
stories with the scientific impossibility of 



Science. 

FICTION Age 



FTL drives are fantasy. 

The article would have been better if he 
had complained of SFs bad science and trite 
morality without finding something to blame 
it on. 

Sincerely yours, 

Maiy Catelli 

Dear Mr. Edelman: 

Like a literaiy descendent of Borges, Har- 
lan Ellison has been prowling the landscape 
of American lit,erature, lett ing go with shoit, 
shaq), spine-tingling screams in the night, re- 
minding us that the world isn’t what it used 
to be, and that we, too, should be angi-y — 
that none of us should “go gently into that 
good night.” 

Thanks for the shot of Ellison. I’m feeling 
much better now. 

Sincerely, 

Donnan T. Shindler 

Dear Editor: 

I have just finished reading Nonnan Spin- 
rad’s essay which brought together some 
thoughts that I’ve had for some time. I have 
felt an increasing uneasiness when I search 
through book store titles for science fiction. 
I had not been able to put a finger on my un- 
easiness unl.il I read this essay. Now I know. 
Science fiction has been invaded by fantasy 
writei-s. I don’t like it. 1 agree with the au- 
thor’s opinion totally. 

Sincerely, 

Roger Paige, Ph.D. 

Dear Sir: 

Paul DiFilippo’s essay on the 50 most pow- 
erful people in SF (July issue) was very in- 
triguing. An important aspect of power is 
how one uses it. I would have been inter- 
ested in seeing what each of the fifty “iiovv- 
erful” peisons on DiFilipjio’s list is developing. 
On what new projects are they working? 
What visions are they pushing to create? A 
siring of successes doesn't mean a thing if 
you can’t get that next film or that next book 
to be accepted. Stanley Kubrick could get 
any screenplay he’s interested in financed. 
This is how I define “power.” I would loved to 
have read what Harlan Ellison will be writing 
next or what George Lucas will be producing 
next. Nevertheless, 1 epjoyed Mr, DiFilippo’s 
piece and 1 thank you for printing it. 

Keep up (he good work. 

Sincerely, 

Nick Le.shi 



Readers— Please let 2 ts know how we’re 
doing at: Letie)'s to the Editor, Science Fic- 
tion Age, P. 0. Box 369, Damascus, MD 
20872'. 
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Many of the original magazines are lost today, 
but you can rediscover them in their original 
amazement in Astounding Science Fiction 
Collectible Trading Cards from 21st Century 
Archives, winner of the 1 992 “Non-Sport Card 
Design of the Year.” This 55 card collection is of 
exceptional quality, featuring UV-coated fronts, . 
four-color fronts and backs, and fascinating back- 
ground information written by acknowledged sci- 
ence fiction historian Robert Weinberg. Look for 
sets where cards and comics are sold. You’ll dis- 
cover that the original imagination and wonder of 50 
years ago has not faded with time. 



I Please send me ^55 card sets. I have enclosed $15 plus $3 postage & handling for 

I each set. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 

I NAME ADDRESS 

j CITY STATE ZIP 

jj^lease remit check to: Taylor & Vt/oodward Distributors / P.O. Box 20797 / Ferndale, Ml 48220 
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Editorial 

By Scott Edelman 



Over 21 years ago, Isaac Asimov 
taught a young writer the facts of life. 




Isaac Asimov 
always took time to 
help nurture SFs 
next generation of 
writers and editors. 
Photo by Jay Kay 
Klein. 



L ong before there was science Fic- 
tion Aye, there was Kong. Kong Wiis an under- 
ground magazine that I published in 1972 in an 
edition of only a few hundred copies \vith fel- 
low student Eric Shalil. a1 South Shore High School in 
Brooklyn, New York. In addition to (he countercultural 
and political musings that seemed mandatoiy for unof- 
ficial school papers, we used Kong primaiily as studenis 
have always used their tightly grasped credentials, as a 
way to open doois to meet famous idols. Eric set his 
sights on Pete Sceger. 

I chose Isaac Asimov. 

By the age of 17, 1 already knew that I wanted to be a 
writer. But not just, any writer. Ascience fiction writer. At 
that time 21 yeais ago. I’d already written numerous short 
stories and had begim to submit them to various genre 
magazines, some of which no longer exist. Those stories 
didn’t sell, pilmmily due to the clumsy nature of my prose. 
But there was a part of me (hat was convinced there was 
a secret to it all, a magic I could woi'k to get. published, if 
only one of those waitei-s who had gotten there aliead of 
me would just share the password. Through Kong, I had 
finagled a review copy of the then-new collection The 
Early Asimov out of Doubleday, in which I read about 
Asimov’s initial st niggles for acceptance in the world of 
SF. I became convinced that if anyone could tell me how 
to make it, it would be the prolific Isaac Asimov. 

After a few phone calls, I was able to visit Doubleday’s 
Pai k Avenue offices on a chilly Election Day in 1972, where 
I sat across a table from Isaac Asimov, seeking wisdom 
under the pretext of an inteniew. We covered many top- 
ics, but the answeis to which I paid the most; attention 
were those that I hoped would tell me how a person 
might become a writer like the one he had become. 



I asked him how he felt about The Early Asim ov and 
seeing his novice work in print, work that ho hail done 
at an age not far from my own. Did it; embarrass him? 

‘it is sort of embarrassing,” he told me, “but on the 
other hand, it’s not as embarrassing as it would be if I 
presented them pretending them to be good stories. 
They’re my early attempts. They arc what they are. I 
present them in order. I feel that the book might con- 
ceivably be helpful to fledgling writers. . .. If they read The 
Ea rly Asimov, they can perhaps for themselves see how 
I’ve improv'd! and what I’ve done. Maybe it will be use- 
ful to them. Tlien, too, for the die-hard science fiction fans 
who like my stuff, they might be amused to see whatever 
embiyonic ability might show up in the early stories, or 
they might be amused to see me write inept stories.” 

I hoped to quickly leave my ovm inept stories in the 
past, as he had, and asked his opinion of the Clarion SF 
Writers Workshop, which was then in its infancy, but is 
still going strong today. 

“I don’t know how to judge that,” he said. “I myself 
have never had any training in writing at all, and per- 
haps it shows. There are people who have some in- 
stinctive ability to write, and just natui'ally know how to 
tell a story, or can develop it on their own. If that’s so, 
then I would prefer that. Maybe the function of a writers’ 
school or conference is not so much to teach you how- 
to write as to give you courage.” 

My final iiuestion to him was for any adv'ice he might 
have for budding vvriteis. I think at this point he surely 
knew that the 17-year-old before him had more than a 
journalist’s disinterested curiosity in his answer. 

“First,” he said, “do a lot of reading in the field so you 
can know exactly what it’s like. And two, you must sit 
down and write despite rejedion. If you can’t surmount, 
adversity, you’re no writer, because there ar-e no writers 
that don’t have to write uphill. It’s part of the giune. I am 
frequently asked by youngsteis what they ought to do to 
break into the field, and I inevitably say, wTite a story, 
send it in, and when it’s rejected, w'rite another stoiy and 
send it in. I don’t know any other way of doing it. If you 
don’t write, you’re not a writer. And if you write a story 
and a rejection disheartens you, you’re not a writer, ei- 
ther. In The Early Asimov I explained all the different re- 
jections I got. Someone recently asked me how it is 1 
liked .John Campbell so much when he rejected my sto- 
ries. Well, John Campbell rejected my stories, but he 
never rejected me. That's the imiiortant thing, You must 
nev'er interiDret the rejection of your story as a rejection 
of yourself.” 

1 thanked the Good Doctor for letting me steal from his 
writing schedule, and tumbled back out into a crisp No- 
vember day. I thought for a long time about, what he’d 
said, I still think about it. There was no magic word. 
There were no easy answeis. Tliere is only hard work. 

And occasionally, those special people who are willing 
to take the time to make us see that the hard work will 
be worth the prize. □ 
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Now you can take your checkwriting to a 
new dimension. ..with these incredibie new 
STAR TREK Checks! Whether you're a dedicated 
STAR TREK fan or a fan of space expioration, 
these checks — accepted by banks throughout 
the galaxy — were created for you. 

Choose from two packages. STAR TREK Classic 
contains all five of the images shown here — 
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capturing the essence of the ground-breaking 
television series that's now a part of our American 
heritage. Or, pay tribute to the pioneers of space 
study and travel with a set featuring the United 
Federation of Pianets official seal on every check. 
Either way, you'll receive a complimentary 
checkbook cover depicting the Starship Enterprise 
en route to its next cosmic destination. 



This is the first and only offer of its kind. 
That's why every STAR TREK fan — as well as 
all who believe in our potential to touch the . 
stars — should have these checks. (And you 
don't need a checking account to order a 
commemorative set for your collection!) 

If you aren't low on checks right now, reserve 
your order by purchasing a check certificate.* 
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This ensures that you'll have your STAR TREK 
checks when you're ready for them. 

Best of all, these exceptional, collectible 
checks cost no more — and in many cases 
less — than the generic scenic check packages., 
offered by your financial institution. 

This offer won't orbit forever. So send for 
your checks and check certificates today! , . ’ 



Ordering Instructions 

1 . Send a deposit slip re-order form (or voided check) from your existing supply. 

No photo copies please' Checks will be mailed to the address printed on your checks, so 
indicate any changes. Certificates will be mailed to the address on the payment check. 

2. Complete and include the order form provided. 

3. Enclose a check payable to The Anthony Grandio Company.' 

4. Commemorative sets are for collection purposes only and require no banking information. 
Please provide on a separate sheet of paper your name and address as you wish it to 
appear on your commemorative set. 

5. To order gift/check certificates call 1-800-472-6346. 

Satisfaction Guaranteed 

If you aren’t completely satisfied with your order, The Anthony Grandio Company will cheer- 
fully replace it or refund your money in full. Thank you for your order. We took forward to 
putting your name on these extraordinary checks. Your orders processed with more than 65 
years ot check printing experience. 

TM, ® © 1993 Paramount Pictures. All Rights Reserved. STAR TREK is a Registered 
Trademark of Paramount Pictures. The Anthony Grandio Company is an Authorized User. 
'STAR TREK Checks are available only trom The Anthony Grandio Company. 



YES! I WANT STAR TREK CHECKS. 

Name 



Daytime phone number ( ) 

Please send me : Wallet Style 

□ STAR TREK Classic Q200 $14.95 

□ United Federation □ 400 $29.90 

of Planets □ 800 $54.80* 

'best value 

□ Commemorative set (see #4 at left) 
XS14.95 

Mail to: The Anthony Grandio Company 
P.O. Box 23098 
Jacksonville, FL 32241-3098 
(Please allow 4 weeks lor regular delivery.) 



Start my checks at number 

Duplicate Style Gift/Check Certificate s 

□ 150 $16.95 X $16.95 

□ 300 $33.90 

□ 600 $62.80* 



*Don't forget your family and friends — a check certificate also makes a stellar gift idea! 



Toial amount of checks 


$ 




For gift/check certificates 


$ 




FL sales tax (add 6.5%) 


S 




Shipping and handling 


$ 


^ 


For priority mail add $3.50 


S 




TOTAL 


$_ . 





Checks printed with soy inks. 









Books 

By Allen Steele 



Greg Bear has gone to Mars 
and come back with a winner. 




Mars is this year’s 
most popular SF 
destinalmi. Moving 
Mars cover art by 
Wayne Barlowe. 



E ven the most casual SF reader has No- 
ticed by now the recent dust storm of Mars 
novels. Authors as diverse as Frederik Pohl, 
Terry Bisson, Ben Bova, Kim Stanley Robin- 
son, Robert L. Forward, Jack Willianison and this re- 
viewer have all published novels about the red planet - 
four in 1992 alone - and surely there are more to come. 

This shouldn’t be surprising. Certain themes reoccur 
from time to time in this genre, and every so often a 
batch of novels about a certain subject will be published 
almost simultaneously. The cyberpunk revolution of the 
last decade is one example, and time-travel stories en- 
joyed a surge of popularity in the eaily 70s. The Great 
Martian Land Rush of the ’90s is the literary spin-off of 
the “Mars Underground” movement of the ’80s, when 
the space conimunity outside NASA began to quietly dis- 
cuss manned missions to Mars. As usual, critics and fans 
have often compared the recent novels against one an- 
other in an attempt to discern what’s better and what’s 
best, ignoring the basic fact that, when one gets past t he 
common denominator, each book has been quite differ- 
ent from the other. 

As such, it will be interesting to see how readers will 
react to Greg Bear’s late entry in tlie Barsoomian Sweep- 
stakes. Although Moving Mai's (Tor Books, 1993, 448 
pp., hardcover, $23.95) beais a supei-ficial resemblance 
to Robinson’s Red Mais, there isn’t any real basis for 
comparison . . .save for the author’s earlier novels. 

Like Lany Niven, Bob Shaw, or Arthur C. Clarke, Greg 
Bear is a hard-SF wiiter who is fond of Big Ideas: the big- 
ger they come, the better he does witli them. Eon was tlie 



mother of all pai’aUel-universe stories, The Forge of God 
is the unbeaten champ of encl-of-the-world novels, and 
now that Bear has cast his eyes upon Mars, his col- 
leagues better start looking for other worlds to conquer. 

Or so it seems. 

In the late 22rd century. Mars has been settled by hu- 
mans for more than 150 years; the population is scat- 
tered across the planet in subsurface family-based 
enclaves, which are politically unaligned but economi- 
cally tied to Earth. Earth— rich, overpopulated and 
mildly decadent— tends to regard the Martian pioneers 
as an upstart colony of hayseeds, and many people in 
the United States in particular wish to draw Mars back 
into the fold in preparation for the anticipated “Big 
Push,” the commencement of interstellar travel. The ma- 
jority of native-born Martians, on the other hand, wish 
to remain independent of Earth, although they secretly 
feel somewhat inferior to the mother planet. 

The principal character and firet-person narrator is 
Casseia Majumdar, a young woman bora and raised on 
Mars. When we meet her, she’s a college student who 
has been pulled by peer pressure into a campus upris- 
ing against the university’s pro-Earth administration. 
During an ill-prepared attempt to take over the univer- 
sity’s underground offices, she meets Charles Franklin, 
a physics student who is just a little more innocent than 
she is. Their relationship continues after the demise of 
the student revolution, but only for a short time; after 
Casseia turns down Charles’ premature marriage pro- 
posal, the two drift apart, each finding their own lives — 
Casseia in politics, Charles in theoretical physics. 
Nevertheless, their fates are inextricably linked, and 
with them the destiny of Mais itself. 

Moving Mai'S, like all good memoirs, is really two sto- 
ries told in synchronicity. On the larger scale, it’s a novel 
of political intrigue and superscience, in which a re- 
markably detailed, coherent vision of the future is grad- 
ually revealed. It is here that Bear plays off his strengths 
as a Big Idea writer to the best effect; virtually every 
other page exposes another facet of this fascinating 
world. If you want to see a great imagination running at 
full-throttle, this is the book you want to read. 

The second story is a chronicle of Casseia’s life and 
times; her perspective is the lens through which all the 
novel’s events are focused. Unfortunately, here is where 
Bear risks incredulity; by the time Casseia reaches her 
30s, she has been courted by (and spurns) the 22rd-cen- 
tury equivalent of Stephen Hawking, journeys to Earth 
as pail of a diplomatic mission, returns to Mars to find 
a perfect husband with whom she co-discovers living 
aresian organisms during their honeymoon, participates 
in the Martian independence movement, gets elected to 
high office in the new planetary government, and — um, 
well, helps move Mars, although I won’t spoil the stoiy 
by saying exactly how this is accomplished. 

It’s a big life. A life writ so large, in fact, that it some- 
times beggars belief. Whenever something important oc- 
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“Give it up, Joe. 

You can’t shoot hoies in their offer. 




663S Ifte Dirlangel. 

A Gstliemg of 
Giiaoyles, The Peart 
onkSoulolthe 
Wortd 
S44.85«/S13.98 

t Combired publishers' edftions ' Explicit scenes and/or languape 



Prices in fine print are publishers' hardcover editions. 

HERE’S WHAT YOU GET WHEN YOU JOIN... 

A GUARANTEE OF SATISFACTION. Once your membership's accepted, we'll 
send your 5 BOOKS and FREE CLUB TOTE. If you’re dissatisfied with the 
books, return them within 10 days at our expense. Membership wiii be can- 
celed: you’li owe nothing. 

HUGE DISCOUNTS ON HARDCOVER BOOKS. Save as much as 65% off publish- 
ers’ edition prices. Ciub books are sometimes aitered in size to tit speciai presses. 
THE FREE CLUB MAGAZINE. You’il receive up to 16 issues a year. Each reviews 
the Featured Book Seiection(s) pius dozens of aiternate books. 

SHOPPING MADE SIMPLE. To get the Featured Book 
Seiection(s). do nothing— \{ will be sent automatically. 

If you prefer another book— or none at ail— return your 
Member Reply Form by the specified date. A shipping and 
handling charge (and sales tax, where applicable) is 
added to each order. 

AN EASY-TO-MEET OBLIGATION. Take up to 2 years to 
buy 4 more books at regular low Club prices. Afterwards, 
you may resign membership anytime. 

RISK-FREE RETURN PRIVILEGES, if you get an unwanted 
book because your Club magazine was delayed and you 
had less than 10 days to respond, simply return the book 
at our expense. 



wScizncz 
Fiction 



® 1993 Lucaslilm Ltd. All Rights Reseived. Used Under Authorization. 

♦ Copyright® 1993 Paramount Pictures. All Rights Reserved. STAR TREK is a 
Registered Trademark ot Paramount Pictures. 




MAIL TO: The Science Fiction Book Club 
Rf^Dk' East 30th Street 
/^ID' P O. 80x6367 
OLL/D Indianapolis, in 46206-6367 

YES! Please enroll me in The Science Fiction Book Club 
according to the risk-free membership plan described in this 
ad. Send me the 5 BOOKS I’ve indicated — plus my FREE CLUB 

XriTC DIM ...^.N ;....» .1... -u;--: ii ■' 





1 

1 


SAVE MORE-BUY YOUR FIRST BOOK NOW FOR S2.98 


(write book number) 




1 


□Send me the book 1 ve indicated and reduce my 
commitment to only 3 more books. Bill me an additional 
S2.98, plus shipping and handling. 


Mill 




1 1 


47891 06 



-Zip 



City State _ 

» you're under 1B, your parent must sign here 

, Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members serviced from Canada, where offer is slightly 
l^itferent. Sales tax added where applicable. We reserve the right to reieci any application. SFA 1/9^ 
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Limited Edition 
Fme Art Prints 




The Scribe 

I5"x!9~w.b. 100S/N$100.00 



Master fantasy artist Kelly 
Freas has won over 25 national 
and international awards, 
including 10 hugos. 

Under the watchful eye of 
Kelly himself, these fine art 
prints of his work are pro- 
duced in limited editions. 

Every step of the production 
process was monitored, in 
meticulous detail, to produce 
incredibly high quality prints, in 
very smil editions, signed and 
numbered by the artist himself. 




Hockey Game 
15"xI9~W.B. 100 s/n$I00.00 



To order one of the prints 
shown, call or fax your order: 

818 - 992-1252 

(Have your Visa or MasterCard ready 
for fast processing.) 

Or, if you wish, simply mail 
your check or money order 
(payable to Kelly Freas) to: 

Kelly freas Studios 

7713 Nita Avenue 
West Hills, CA 91304 



curs, Casseia almost always happens to be 
around to bear witness, more often as a 
somewhat passive bystander than as an ac- 
tive participant. It could be argued that she 
is clearly Ihing at the crux of historical 
events; Abigail Adams and Maitha Washing- 
ton probably had their Revolutionai7 War 
stories to tell. And the author has found a 
perfect protagonist in Casseia; no omnipo- 
tent supenvoman or castrated male, she is a 
fallible, veiy belie\’able peison. Nonetheless, 
one occasionally wishes for Rosencrantz 
and Guildenstem to enter from stage left. 

Yet that's a small quibble over a tiny fault 
that will probably remain invisible to the 
reader. Altogether, it’s a deftly-told, fast-mov- 
ing stoiy that’s satisfying from the get-go. 
Bears depicts Mars as well as, if not better 
than, any other SF author in recent memory. 
Lazy critics may continue to play the mix- 
and-match game, but they won’t find any- 
tiring that can be easily compar ed to Uris book. 

Until the next Mars novel comes along, 
that is. Let’s face it.; every forirr of imagina- 
tive literature has cerlain themes which are 
irresistible. That’s why there ai'e so many 
vampires in hon or, so many dragons in fan- 
tasy, so many... well, Martians... in science 
fiction. These themes will frequently be re- 
explored, time and again, and you love it, 
don’t you? 

Moving Mms is Greg Bear*’s contribution 
to the subgenre. As such, it’s an accom- 
plished, thoroughly mature novel that 
should be placed at the top of arryone's “to 
read” stack. It’s not the Great Amei'ican 
Mars Novel, but it’s a superb work that even 
the most jaded SF aficionado will relish. □ 



Under the Eye of God, by David Geirold, 
Banlam Books, 1993, 328pp., paperback, 
S5.99. 

Barry N. Malzberg has long maintained 
that even the best writers produce only one 
masterpiece in their careers. It is on this one 
work that their reputation 
is liuill and against this 
one masterpiece that all 
their other writing is 
judged. David Gerrold’s 
masterpiece is the Slav 
Trek episode, “The 'rr'oir- 
ble with Tribbles,” and it 
is impossible to read his 
new book. Under the Eye 
of God, witlrout conslmitly 
stopping to see if you are 
enjoying it as much as 
you did the TV show. 

Tire answer is, of course, 
no. Under the Eye of God 
is not going to enter the 
popular culture the way “Tribbles” did. Your 
boss at work, for instarree, is not going to un- 
derstand a con\'ersational reference to Eye 
the way he would one from “Tribble.” (“Hey, 
Mel, did you get a toupee, or is that a liibble 
on your head?") Under the Eye of God is not 
A Brief History of Time; you don’t have to 



rush out and buy it to maintain your cultm-al 
literacy. 

So, while Urider the Eye of God is irot a 
new masterpiece in the field, it is a fine ad- 
\’entuie book in the tradition of Edgar Rice 
Buri-oughs. The first of a new series by Ger- 
rold, it is rrot a part of his popular The Wo?- 
Against the Chtorr books. Instead, Eye is set 
in a far future in which humanity has been 
chased from the Milky Way Galaxy and has 
fled to the Palethetic Cluster, where it has 
conre to be mled by a race of vampires. 

The heros of Eye are the brothers Finn 
and Sawyer Markham, bounty hunters who 
have come to the world of Thoska-Roole 
looking for the notorious slaver Mui'dock. 
Quite against their wills, they become em- 
broiled in the schemes of Lady Zillabar, the 
vampire queen of the Phaestor Regency, 
who is plotting to legitimize her mle over hu- 
manity and to make it permanent. Along the 
way, the reader encounters a complete 
rogues gallei-y of heroes and \illains, from 
the hard-bitten Star Captain Neena Linn- 
Campbell and her crew of androids, robots, 
and bio-forms, to the cruel Marauder 
Colonel Sleestak d’Vashti and his legions of 
warrior dragons and \ ampu-e spies. 

It helps to know that Eye is the begiiming of 
a series, because it begins very slowly, with 
Micheneresque chapters on the Palethetic 
Cluster and Thoska-Roole. WTien the Mark- 
hams finally make their appeai-ance, Gerrold 
follows them for fewer than 30 pages before 
literally dropping them down a hole and for- 
getting about them for the next 100. The 
Markhams do come back to dominate the 
last half of tlie book, and may have at least 
as much to do in the second volume. 

While the Markhams are waiting down 
their hole, Gerrold spends his lime intro- 
ducing his vampires. Science fiction not 
being a particularly vampire-deficient field 
just at tlie moment (if it ever was), making 
your vamph-es your own is an important part 
of any book about them. 
Gerrold’s vampires, the 
Phaestors, ai-e genetically 
engineered humans whose 
origins are bound up in the 
reason humanity fled the 
Milky Way. 

In Gerrold’s future his- 
toiy, humans were dri\'en 
from the Milky Way by the 
Predators, a race of world- 
destroying light-sails, Ger- 
rold does not waste time 
explaining how humanity 
was unable to defeat a race 
of unintelligent creatures 
who traveled at slower- 
than-light velocities and who were vulnera- 
ble to gravity wells, any more than 
Burroughs bothered to explain how John 
Carter got to Mars. The important thing is 
that it happened. 

When it becomes clear that the Predators 
have pursued humanity to the Palethetic 



In Gerrold’s future 
history, humans 
were driven from 
the Milky Way by 
the Predators, a 
race of world-de- 
stroying light-sails. 



12 




Cluster, the TimeBenclers, the defacto mlci-s 
of “The Million Worlds,” gather from their 
home planets and decide to create a i-ace to 
defeat llie light-sails. Engineered from a 
cross between humans and wasps, the 
Phaestors become the leaders and the sol- 
diers of the fight against tlie Predators, ult i- 
mately defeating the seven light-sails who 
manage to follow humanity from the Milky 
Way. As so often happens, howe\'er, the dic- 
tators put in place to liandle the crisis decide 
not to step down once the crisis is over. 

That all having taken place in the past. Eye 
takes place in a present in whicli the 
Phaestors (in the person of Lady Zillabar) 
maintain an iron-fisted rule over humanity, 
but one that can be declared void by another 
gathering of the TimeBenders. Thus the 
Lady’s pursuit of these shadowy persons, 
and Finn and Sawyer’s reluctant roles. 

As a book. Eye is at its best when it is fol- 
lowing the adventures of the Markhams 
through the tapestiy of Thoska-Roole’s so- 
ciety and landscape. It is a desert world, rav- 
aged by mining and wars, that recalls both 
Dune and Tattooween. The Markhams get to 
tour most of it., from the unpopulated bad- 
lands of the book’s opening manhunt, to the 
populous mountain city of MesaPort. 

Eye is at its woret when it attempts to por- 
tray the int ricacies of the vampire couit. The 
Phaestois are a race without humor or com- 
passion, a race whose dri\dng passion is an 
anger-fueled hunger, and a race whose only 
pleasure seems to come from cruelty. It 
makes for grim reading. Not only is the 
reader witness to the results of this un- 
])leasant blend, but he must also endure end- 
less interruptions in the narrative flow as 
Gen’old pauses to explain what has just hap- 
pened and why. 

Gerrold’s story-telling style owes a great 
deal to BuiTOughs: the strange creatures and 
stranger humans, the high technology which 
exists as background to tlie story rather than 
as an integral part of it, the PG presentation 
of sex, even the dropped-in histories of the 
characters. Gerrold lacks some of Bur- 
roughs’ feel for pacing and tension, but he 
balances it with a better prose style and an 
addiction to lists, The list of human occupa- 
tions on jmge 6 of Eye rivals the legendaiy 
list of band names in the t hird volume of the 
IKiminalus Dilogy. 

Overall, Under (he Eye of God is a good 
beginning to the new series, setting the stage 
and introducing the characters. Hopefully in 
the second book, Gerrold will be able to kick 
up the pace and let the characters go. 

Eric T. Baker 



X, Y, bij Michael BInmIein, Dell Abyss, 
1993, 352 pages, $4.95. 

Nine years ago. Dr. Michael Bhimlein fust, 
captured readers’ l^^'eted, imcomfoilable at- 
tention with his fictional flaying of a re- 
morseful Ronald Reagarr in a short story cast 
as a surgeon’s report, “Tissue Ablation and 
Variant Cell Regeneration.” In the years 
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Interactive writing is no 
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-Uncle Buddy’s Phantom Funhouse 

A chocolate box full of death. 
John McDaid's multimedia 
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Storyspace 

Transcend the limits of paper 
and experience the future of 
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CATALOGUE OF SCIENCE FICTION, FANTASY, AND HORROR 



NEW DOCTOR WHO TITLES 
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LOGOPOLIS CASTROVALVA 

DAEMONS DALEK EARLY YEARS 

TRIAL OF A TIME LORD (3 tapes) $49.99 
DALEK TWIN PACK (Remembrance of the Daleks/ The Chase)$39.99 




MORE DOCTOR WHO TITLES! 



PA TRICK TROUGIITON 
SEEDS OF DEATH 
TOMB OF THE 

CYBERMEN 
WARGAMES -S29.99 

WILLIAM HARTNELL 

AN UNEARTHLY CHILD 

PETER DAVISON 
CAVES OF ANDROZANI 
EARTHSHOCK 
THE FIVE DOCTORS 



JONPERTWEE 
DAY OF THE DALEKS 
DEATH TO THE DALEKS 
SPEARHEAD FROM SPACE 
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TOMBAKER 
ARK IN SPACE 
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PYRAMIDS OF MARS 
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SHADA w/script $32.99 
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THE STRANGER 

Starring Colin Baker and Nicola Bryant 

NEWm IN MEMORY ALONE 

Three people are waiting at a railway station, two don’t knov( 
why they are there, or even who they are! Tlie one who knows 
why he is there is a hologram! Why can't they leave, and why is 
there a dangerous robot patrolling the station'? Also stars 
Nicholas Briggs S19.99 



THE STRANGER DOUBLE FEATURE 



$24.99 



SUMMONED BY SI lADO WS After wandering through time and space, 
the mysterious Stranger and his companion end up on a desolate world full 
of macabre goings-on! Also stars Michael Wisher (Davros) 

MORE THAN A MESSl AI I The Stranger and Miss Brown arrive on a 
planet where tourists live in primitive surroundings. But the tourists are 
swallowed up by an angry sea, and decaying bodies rise from the ground! 
Also stars Sophie Aldred and Peter Miles. 




CaU Toll Free To Order l-(800) 232-6002 

VHS only. These prices do not include shipping charges. Shipping charges- Continental USA One tape -S4, 
lwotapes-S6 SI. 50 each additional tape AK.,HI,PR and Canada call for shipping charge. 

We accept Mastercard, Visa & American Express. All shipments, except for military addresses, are shipped via 
UPS. We must have a street address to ship to, no P.O. Boxes! We no not ship COD 
V Send SI fora complete catalogue! Writeto: S & J Productions, Inc. P.O.Box 154 Co1onia,N.J. 07067 ^ 
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siitce, lie has continued to pry, dissect and 
experiment in his stories and his novel, but 
never with anything as dispassionate as an 
idealized surgeon’s eye, 
though witli careful atten- 
tion to cveiytiiing he sees 
and touches on: IIow does 
this system function? This, 
is this pathological? Where 
is the line between the 
healthy and the diseased? 

Is there one? 

Blumlein has paid par- 
ticular attention to sexual 
matters in his writing. His 
fii-st novel. The Movement 
of Mounlaius, might have 
seemed nomial enougli off- 
planet science fiction about genetic engi- 
neering, human enslavement and ultimate 
transcendence if it weren’t for the strange 
eruptions of sexuality, his physician protag- 
onist’s drixing obsession with the nearly de- 
sexualized, massive idiots he tends. 
Blumlein’s best-known short story, “The 
Brains of Rats,” is a meditation by anot her 
doctor, who, looking to his own life to de- 
cide whether men or women should inherit 
the earth, finds the boundaries between the 
sexes binning mid crossing in ways too com- 
plicated to make sense of. 



X, F is a novel-length examination of the 
issues raised in “Rats.” Its title may not trip 
off the tongue, but it is carefully considered: 
Blumlein is taking what 
we consider we know 
about women and men, X- 
and Y-chromosome bear- 
ers, and making these 
ideas variables, charting 
them out, and looking for 
meaningful patterns. lie 
throws in other variables, 
social imd chemical, and 
chails their results as well. 

Frankie de Leon is a 
pretty young woman from 
a privileged background, 
who has rebelled herself 
into life as a topless dancer in New York. She 
lives with Terry, a burnt-out med school 
dropout, now a bookstore clerk. What we 
can picture of their normal life seems to 
have been comfortable enough. Their ex- 
pectations seem to have fit each other pretty 
well, before the beginning of the novel, when 
the variables are changed. As Frankie fin- 
ishes a late-night dance set, something inex- 
plicable happens between her and a 
middle-aged male customer: they simulta- 
neously pass out. On waking in the moming, 
anmesiac, Fi'ankie knows only one thing: his 



Blumlein is one 
of the most 
important, original 
and challenging 
writers working in 
SF or horror today. 



Books to Watch For 



Invaders!, edited by Jack Daim and 
Gardner Dozois (Ace). Earth is being 
overnm by aliens, but when they’re tire 
likes of James Tiptree, Jr., Pat Cadigan, 
Robert, Silverberg, Plrilip K. Dick and oth- 
ers, it’s wise to just let them take over. 

British Science Fiction Paperbacks 
1949-1956: An Annotated Bibliogra- 
phy, by Philip Harbottle and Stephen 
Holland (Borgo Press). CollecLoi's, com- 
pletists and historians will want this vol- 
ume, which details the early SF output of 
the United Kingdom. 

Frankenstein: The Monster 

Awakes, edited by Martin H. Greenberg 
(DAW). This original anthology brings to- 
gether stories by fantasy, SF and hoiTor 
writci’s to examine the modem day mon- 
ster, including contributions from Rex 
Miller, Rick Ilautala and Max Allan 
Collins. 

The Chronicles of Pern: First Fall, 
by Anne McCaffrey (Del Rey). Before the 
novels of Pern catapulted to the best- 
seller lists, it was in shori stories that the 
dragons and dragonriders lived. Those 
origimil st ories are assembled in this fii*st 
ever Pern collection. 

Impossible Things, by Connie Wiliis 
(Bantam Spectra). Even the Queen will 
Gi\joy the latest collection by one our 
finest writ Cl'S of shoit fiction. If you only 
know her from her novels and Hugo-win- 



ning Doomsday Hook, this is the perfect 
way to discover her. 

All Flesh is Grass, by Clifford D. 
Shnak (Carroll & Grat). The members of 
SFWA bestowed the Grandmaster Award 
on the late Clifford Simak in 1976. This 
would be a good time to pick up one of 
his better novels and find out why he so 
richly deserved the honor. 

Wild Palms Screenplay, by Bnice 
Wagner (Pocket Minstrel). Cyberpunk 
escaped SF last year, invading the real 
world and putting William Gibson on na- 
tional television. Revisit Oliver Stone’s 
near-future mini-series. 

Exiled to Glory, by Jeiry Poimielle 
(Baen). Tills 1978 novel in the Laurie Jo 
Hansen series of futuristic corporate 
warfare is brought back into print in re- 
vised fonn, bigger and better for the ’90s. 

One Man’s Universe, Charles 
Sheffield (St. Martin’s) The essays of 
Chai'les Sheffield come from a mind that 
know's its science and sociology. Find out 
some hard truths from a writer who’s 
produced some of the field’s finest fiction. 

Dreamqucsts: The Art of Don 
Maitz, by Don Mailz (Underwood- 
Miller). A volume of 95 full-color plates 
selected from the Ilugo-Award winning 
artist’s unpublished collection as well as 
his over 250 covers for the likes of Brad- 
buiy, Anthony and King. 



14 



body is all wrong. He is a niaji. The male pro- 
noun is always used when Frankie’s point of 
\iew is invoked. Like one of Oliver Sacks’ fa- 
mous neurology cases, Frankie is in a psy- 
chological reality more compelling to him 
than any evidence from the outside world. 
Bliimlein writes very tightly in a character’s 
point of view, always obseiving — save at 
the veiy beginning, before Fi'ankie’s change 
— his subjects from the inside out. In this 
book he switches point of view frequently, 
often within the same paragraph. Wiether 
Fi'ankie is he or she tells us whose viewpoint 
we are assuming: a tricky feat; wliich Blum- 
lein pulls off. 

The science-fiction-minded reader will ap- 
proach Frankie’s dilemma with questions 
about what has happened to him; is it alco- 
holism-induced brain damage? A psychic 
mind transfer, rational or magical? Biologi- 
cal mutation or atavism? Blumlein suggests 
all these and more, hinting at other possibil- 
ities in footnoted essays which challenge 
comfortable notions of identity, sexual 
and otherwise. 

The reader may also want to see Frankie 
move forward decisively to solve and fix his 
problem. For more than two-thirds of X, Y, 
Frankie’s search for a route “back” to a male 
body drives the plot, as Fi'ankie cominces a 
bemused and fmstrated Terry to keep his 
hands off and go along with the search for 
the mysterious club patron, in the hope that 
what lias changed before can change again. 

Frankie’s only goal is to have the body that 
goes witli his self-image. Teri'y wants his girl- 
friend back, which to him means he wants 
his lover back. Her brain is an abstraction to 
him. Faced with a familiar and desirable fe- 
male body, he sees only his own sexual de- 
nial. He speculates that Frankie is testing 
him or tortmlng him: in the face of his phys- 
ical response to her, little else makes sense 
to him. He insists, ever more t mculently, that 
she “act right.” Terry begins as a fairly sym- 
pathetic character, whose inability to adapt 
or control his drives betrays him. 

No charactei-s in this novel see anything 
except through the filters of their own ex- 
pectations and their biological and psycho- 
logical imperatives. The reader, with greater 
omniscience, is still stuck in traps, forced to 
face the novel’s questions: what does it mean 
to be a woman, a man? Is the way we see the 
world arbitraiy, programmed? Is there a way 
out of the lab experiment? Eventually Teny 
and Fi'ankie’s conflicting needs explode into 
soul-crippling violence, rage and guilt. The 
question left is whether any sense can be 
made of the pieces. 

If Blumlein, in his fiction, is a researcher of 
the moist and biological human soul, he is 
an explorer, not a synthesist., There are no 
grand unified theories, no final answers, of- 
fcred in his work. This may be why things 
feel less resoh'ed at the end of A', Y than they 
did in the first few chaptei's. 

The questions, though, are difficult, and 
valuable. Blumlein is one of the most im- 
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HERO or HEROINE WANTED! 

We want YOU to be the STAR in a tale of Horror or Fantasy! 

We offer great stories, where YOU (or someone you know) selects the 
name, features and hometown of the STAR of the action! All of our stories 
are complete and original, averaging 8,000 words in length. Each is 
individually laser printed and permanently bound. Buy one for your own 
pleasure, or give one to a special friend. They make a GREAT gift! 

Just IMA(iINE yourself (or a friend)... 

. . .trapped in the underworld and locked in mortal combat with the 
evil snakewoman, Nagisse the Viper! Her powerful coils will slither 
around you, sc/ueezing tightly. Her fangs draw closer. . . 

. . .transported through space to a world in peril. Armed with the 
magical sword of an ance.stor, you must go track down a deadly 
Troll. But beware! Your guide is a traitor, with his own plans. . . 

. . .lured to the underworld kingdom ofBaalshad, demon of the night. 
The evil one plans a vengeful seduction for our heroine. Our hero 
must risk everything to save her from the creature's lust. 

Can the demon be stopped in time?. . . 

...and MORE! So if you want to be a hero (or heroine), write: 
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portant, original and challenging writers 
working in SF or horror today. {X, V is bound 
to raise some debates about which, if eitlier, 
it is.) Read this book if you are willing to 
lake a hard look at most of what you take 
for granted. 

Read it anyway 

Martha Soukup 



The Iron Dragon's Daughter, by Michael 
Swanwlck, AvoNova/Morrow, 432 pages, 
luinlcover, $23.00. 

With his fli'st three books, Michael Swan- 
wick established a reputation as a writer of 
great imagination and style. His Stations of 
the Tide won last year's Nebula Award for 
best novel. Swanwick's work has always 
fallen somewhere between harder science- 
oriented stories and speculative fiction, 
where the exti-apolated ideas ai-e more pliiJo- 
sophical or psychological. 

In the same way, to call Swanwick’s new 
novel The Iron Dragon’s Daiighterhigh fan- 
tasy would not do justice to the imaginative 
range of the setting or the psychological 
depth of the characters. The book takes 
place in Faeryland, but this is the Celtic 
myth blasted, bulldozed and industrialized. 
Robber baron capitalist oppressor elves iule 
with a tyraimical hand. Jane, the viewpoint 
chai-acter of the book, is a changeling, stolen 
from our world to work in the dragon facto- 
ries of the High Realm, where child labor is 
the norm, and a massive Timeclock keeps 
the young fey work force — who liv'e in con- 
ditions of near-slavery — from escape. 

Jane eventually does escape, stealing a 
dragon and entering school in the Faery sub- 
urbs. Although a decent student, slie spends 
most of her time sneak-thieving at the Mall, 
where time is suspended while you are 
shopping, and you go out exactly when you 
went in. Jane goes on Lo college, medoring in 
alchemy, where she continues to survive by 
hard work and, more frequently, by crooked 
doings. \Vliile Jane is far from an innocent 
and morally-upstanding denizen of the 
magic world, she is more victim than player. 
Time after time, lier friends and loved ones 
are killed or destroyed by the workings of 
this nasty realm, and Jane heiself is always 
just one step ahead of the Zeitgeist. 

The book reads, at times, like a modem 
tale of mainstream teenage angst grafted 
onto the White Tree of Condor. In fad, the 
book will have great appeal to teenagers, 
with their finely-honed sense of the world's 
ii\justice to them in particular. But for those 
of us looking for something less self-gratify- 
ing, Swanwick’s overturning of expectations 
grows didactic toward the middle of the 
book, where the allegory gets out of hand 
and reaches an almost one-to-one corre- 
spondence with our own reality. This jars us 
out of the story, and hits us over the head 
with the fact that we are reading satire. 
Swanwick saciifices nanativ^ cohesion and 
deeper characterization for easy allegoiy to 
the point where I could not follow the action 
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I N the 25“' Century, 
danger threatens our 
galaxy. Space pirates 
known as the Boskane are 
invading the civilized universe, ^ 
causing a war that emanates 
from a higher plane of existence, 
leaving our Galactic Patrol power- 
less in its wake. But fate is about 
to take control when young Kimball 
Kenison is chosen to surrender to , 

destiny. He will live or die for 
freedom, learning to trust his heart 
and his mind as a lensman. The epic 1 1 
battle is about to begin. Lensman is AS 
an awesome combination of hand- 
drawn animation and mind blowing 
computer graphics. #6519 All 



and I did not know why Jane did what she 
did in this section. 

But the beginning and ending of tliis book 
make the middle worth the plod. When 
Swanwick is subtle, his subversion is mucli 
more complete and satisfying. The first hun- 
dred pages ring like pure archetype, scribed 
verbatim from the Jungian collective un- 
consciousness. Swanwick introduces us 
slowly to his hybrid fantasy world, with in- 
teresting twists and reversals as Jane slowly 
overcomes, and eventually overturns, the 
oppression into which she has been ab- 
ducted. He evokes a fine sense of brooding 
doom that is worthy of the best of Charles 
Dickens' Oliver Twist or the “Experience ’ 
part of William Blake’s “Songs of Innocence 
and Experience." We are not at all sure that 
Jane will succeed.As in other high fantasy 
realms, the elves and the Forces of Light al- 
ways win. But what Swanwick wants us to 
examine is that old maxim out of Shake- 
speai-e (and Tolkien): “All that glitters is not 
gold.” Perhaps the Forces of Light are not 
the Forces of Goodness. Perhaps there is no 
such thing as Goodness after all. 

The Iron Dragon’s Daughter is a bleak, 
gut-wrenching tale that may be the best high 
fantasy published this yeai’. It lifts the rock 
and looks at the ugliness undemeatli manj’ 
of high fantasy’s more cherished cliches. 
Swanwick's world feels like a real world 
from top to bottom rather thaiT tlie gossamer 
recycled stage trimniings employed by some 
modem fantasy stories as an excuse for a 
setting. Swanwick's Faeiy, while not pretty, 
has a ring of tmtli to it, as authentic as one 
forged in the morgul-flames of Sammath 
Naur itself. As a result, the book remains true 
to the spirit of quest, mystery and intuition 
that gives the genre its strength as a fonn. 

Tony Daniel 



For those of us who always thought about 
writing as well as reading fiction, WntePro: 
The Stein Creative Wnling Program 
(WritePro Corporation) can put a writing 
school inside your home computer. Sol 
Stein, plaj^vright, editor of luminaries such 
as Elia Kazan, and author of nine novels in- 
cluding The Magicmi, is your opinionated 
and methodical electronic tutor. At first, you 
are given the name “Beth Reilly,” and her 
age, 35, aitd told to describe and characterize 
her. Then the program begins to introduce 
“the rules” that will grow your character, 
such as No. 1, “Somebody has to want some- 
thing badly” and No. 2, “That somebody 
should be your leading character.” As you re- 
vise what you've written, using Stein’s rules 
and the computer’s prompting and exer- 
cises, you can see the blank sketch of Beth 
Reilly grow into a believable person. Next, 
you’re given the simple outline of a scene 
into which to inject Beth, and then more 
rules and exercises which help you revise 
your scene. You are soon surprised to dis- 
cover that you have been tricked into telling 
a story. You want to see where it goes. That’s 
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when I began to think that Stein really 
knows his stuff. 

Tins software isn’t an Artificial Intelligence 
program that can judge how well you’re ap- 
plying “the rules.” And you may think that 
you’d rather be writing about lives winking 
out under the light of distant stars than a 
middle-aged woman at a cocktail party, but 
WritePro sure beats most of the creative 
writing courses many of us have endured. If 
you follow Stein’s advice in WriiePro, the 
story you have always \vanted to put down 
on paper might actually get written, and 
what’s more, even get published. 

Asenath Weaver 



Recent and Recommended 

•Perched high atop the list of most un- 
justly neglected science fiction writere sits 
David R. Bunch, a writer’s writer who shares 
a uniqueness of voice the likes of which SF 
has seen but rarely, in artiste such as Avram 
Davidson and R. A. Lafferty. Bunch’s scat- 
tershot genius and verbal pyrotechnics were 
most in touch with the times when Moderan, 
his collection of quirky robot tales that 
seemed to speak of sex, diaigs and \^iet Nam, 
paralleled the mood of much of tlte nation’s 
youth in the ’60s and threw fuel on SF’s New 
Wave wars. Bunch has remained imcollected 
since then, but his stories have continued to 
appear, to the delight of fans of his individ- 
ual voice, and many of them are at last avail- 
able in one place. Bunch! (Broken Mirrors 



Press, trade paperback, 160 pages, $8.95) 
brings together 33 short stories and an in- 
troduction by Barry N. Malzberg. “I’m not in 
this business primarily to describe or ex- 
plain or entertain,” writes Bunch. “I’m here 
to make the reader think, even if I have to 
bash his teeth out, break his legs, grind him 
up, beat Win down, and totally chastise him 
for the terrible and tinsel and almost totally 
bad world we live in.” Bunch’s stories fulfill 
Ws stated goal, each one an uncompromis- 
ing kick in the pants to SF’s complacent side. 

•Adam-Troy Castro is one of those rest- 
less writers whose work insists on mnning 
the gamut from science fiction to fantasy to 
hoiTor. (“The Last Robot,” his story from our 
first issue was just voted the fourth most fa- 
vorite science fiction story of 1992 by the 
readere of Locus.) Lost in Booth Nine (Sil- 
ver Salamander press, 208 pages, trade pa- 
perback, $10.00) is a collection of four of his 
horror stories. All of the stories take off from 
an evil psycWc force that has come to life in 
the seedier part of town, where winos and 
panhandlers stumble past corrupt cops and 
live sex shows. Of particular note is “Miracle 
Drug,” an action-packed novelette about po- 
lice who come across a ding that gives those 
who take it the power to mold the universe, 
though most who take it merely go mad. 
Castro’s raw, gritty and unforgiving world is 
for mature audiences only. His dark stories 
are definitely not for eveiyone, but those 
looking for a taste of hard-edged realism will 



welcome Castro’s unique and often troubling 
vision. 

•“Write about what you know,” is one of 
the fii-st rules college writing instinctors at- 
tempt to hammer into their students, but SF 
is the genre that laughs at the rules. We seem 
to have done rather well in detailing visits to 
Mars, trips through time and encounters 
with aliens, without having much in the way 
of empirical experience. Just published is an 
anthology that shows how much can be 
done when the rule is followed. Infinite 
Loop (Miller Freeman Books, hardcover, 310 
pages, $19.95) which is edited by Lairy Con- 
stantine, bills itself as containing “stories 
about the future by the people creating it.” It 
contains 27 SF stories written by authors 
who also happen to work in the computer 
field as tech writers, programmers, engi- 
neers and managers involved in molding our 
computer driven world. The writere have 
stuck loosely enough to their themes to en- 
sure that these are not just stories about 
computers, but about people. Resa Nelson, 
a documentation writer by day, turns in 
“Lovepets," a chilling story of a future in 
which you can choose the partner you want— 
or think you want. Steve Rasnic Tern delivers 
“The Doors of Hypertext,” about the use of 
AI therapy and its effect on a pair of broth- 
ers, one successful, the other certifiable. 
Other familiar names are Don Webb, Jeff 
Dunteman, P. J. Plauger, and Dan Persons. 

S.E. 
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Movies 

By Craig Shaw Gardner 

Sometimes the best SF films 
are the ones so bad they’re good. 





ABOVE: In this 
1936 serial classic, 
cowboy Gene Autry 
battles The Phantom 
Empire — one of the 
tmly “bad" SF films! 
BELOW: Film cntic 
Leonard Maltin 
gave Inframan three 
stars, proof that 
“bad” films can be 
great entertain- 
ment. 



UST ABOUT EVERYBODY LO^'ES MOtTES. Tl lAT IS, 
good movies, like Star Wars, 2001, and 
Raiders of the Lost Ark. 

It lakes a certain special breed of human 
being, however, to appreciate a truly bad film. 

How bad is bad? We’re talking magnificently bad here. 
Using pie plates as flying saucers. Painting balloons to 
look like aliens. Vilhiins nmned “Princess Dragon Mom.” 
There are some films that go beyonci bad, mshing so fai' 
j)ast, the speed of awful that they become ahuost “good,” 
and sometimes almost “great.” 

1 call these particular films “jawdroppers” because 
that is exactly what you do while watching these 
movies. These films are never boring, unlike a lot of 
what we might call “bad-bad” films. (What’s a bad-bad 
film? Imagine most of the stuff on Mystery Science The- 
ater 3000 without the clever quips.) No, jawdroppers 
are always entertaining, as plot lapses, bad dialogue, 
even woree acting and incredibly cheesy special effects 
pile up, one after another. 

A word of caution: Jawdroppem are not meant to be 
watched alone. The at! of the t nily awful film is best ex- 
perienced in public. These films get bet ter in direct pro- 
poriion to the number of people watch- 
ing tliem. Have a paity. Invite your friends. 

And watch two or three of these in a 
row, if you dare. 

For 10 truly good bad films, may I 
suggest the following (in alphabeti- 
cal order): 

THE BRAIN FROM PLANET AROUS 
(1958), with the immortal John Agar 
(who is good in even veiy bad movies). 

Well, there are these two alien brains. 

The evil, power-mad one is called Gor, 



the nice brain is named Vol. Gor captures John Agar’s 
brain and forces him to take over the world. But Vol has 
taken over the brain of a dog in an effort to stop the 
other alien! 

John Agar laughs maniacally, his face transformed by 
spooky lighting! The world trembles at the bad brain’s 
feet (so to speak), but tlie evil Gor has not figured on the 
resourcefulness of Jolm Agar’s plucky secretary! Finally, 
in the climactic battle, John Agai‘ is pitted against an 
evil, giant balloon with eyes painted on it! Bad mories 
don’t get any better tlian this. 

BRIDE OF THE MONSTER (1956). This is perhaps the 
best film the incredible Ed Wood, Jr. ever made. (One 
must remember, in talking about Jawdroppers, that 
“best” is a veiy relative tenn.) Ed Wood was inept, but 
he is never boilng. This film features such great dialogue 
as (spoken by the immortal Bela Lugosi): “Don’t worry 
about Lobo. He’s gentle as a kitchen.” 

Bride also featui'es the larger rubber squid from Wake 
of the Red Witch. Now in that earlier film, tlie squid ac- 
tually had some sort of rope and pulley system that al- 
lowed puppeteers to move its tentacles. Well, Wood got 
the squid, but he didn’t get the pulleys. Therefore, in 
order to even look vaguely like they are being attacked, 
the squid’s victims grab the laibber tentacles and flop 
them back and forth as tliey screamed. The effect must 
be seen to be believed. 

And the plot? Well, what there is of it concerns Lu- 
gosi’s attempts to make a race of supermen (so he, of 
course, can take over the world) starting \vith the im- 
mortal Swedish wrestler Tor Joluison, creating his great- 
est role (one he would repeat in two subsequent 
films)— Lobo! This fine film ^so features a mad scien- 
tist’s lab that looks suspiciously like a kitchenette, com- 
plete with stove and refrigerator. And in the climactic 
scene, when one of the characters is exposed to the 
deadly growth ray, it not only makes him larger, but 
gives him a pair of clearly visible elevator shoes! 

CAT WOMEN OF THE MOON (1953). Probably the 
worst film ever made about the moon (although Moon 
Zero Two comes close). A whole bunch of veteran char- 
acter actors make this film almost watchable. I mean, 
we’re talking Marie Windsor here, and Victor Joiy. And 
Sonny Tufts as the captain! All of whom had legitimate 
film careers, at least until they made this thing. 

But what really makes this film is the 
bad guys, who turn out to be a bunch of 
beautiful women in cat suits! The evil 
aliens are named “Alpha,” “Beta” and 
“Gamma” and— well, you get the idea. 
Not only do they want to take over tlie 
earth, but they manage do a bad Jazz 
dance number (to tl\e music of Borodin) 
while we’re all waiting! 

Then there’s the snappy, politically- 
correct dialogue: “You’re too smart for 
me, baby. I like 'em stupid!” There are 
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new books published every 
year, money-making op- 
portunicies for writers ^ ** 
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Indeed, eager editors 
everywhere are 
searching for new 
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today’s growing 
demand for the printed 
word. 

Now, with NRI. 
you can learn at home how 
to write what sells. 

Mastering the basics of 
good writing, marketing 
your work for publication, 
even setting up shop as a 
freelance writer — it’s all 
covered in NRI’s comprehensive new 
course. Indeed, no other school gives you 
as much practical instruction or trains you 
as thoroughly in the professional tech- 
niques used most often by today’s top 
writers. 

Learn how to write what sells 
with one-on-one, 
professional guidance 

Today’s top writers agree: The best way to 
get started is to work with a professional 
writing instructor. 

That’s why from the moment you 
enroll, you can count on your NRI writer- 
instructors to guide you every step of the 
way with the advice, encouragement, and 
support you need to become the successful, 
published writer you want to be. 

Your instructors will give you 
specific, thoughtful recommendations on 
improving your technique in petsonal 
letters, in the margins of the work you 
send in, and in messages recorded for you 
on cassette tape. Word for word, line for 
line, they’ll help you master the basics of 
good writing, then dare you to take risks 
and encourage you to excel. Soon, you'll 
be doing the kind of clean, clear, strong 
writing today's publishers pay well for — 
and readers love to read. 

With your instructors as your 
personal mentors, you’ll master every 
aspect of your craft, from developing and 
communicating an idea to finding the 
right market for and selling your work. 



The most comprehensive 
writing course of its kind 

Your course includes ever^'thing you need 
to succeed: more than 30 expertly written 
and illustrated lessons that ensure you 
master proven techniques for salable 
svriting... eight creative writing projects 
specially designed to get you writing and 
help you perfect your method and 
style.. .an idea file and personal journal for 
collecting and developing your writing 
ideas.. .professional writing reference 
books you'll use throughout your career. . .a 
cassette tape recorder to record interviews 
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mes,sages from your NRI instructor... 
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your submissions and sales., .even the most 
current edititm of Writer’s Market — an in- 
dispensable guide you use to locate the 
best-paying markets for your work. But 
that's not all. 

NEW! Includes AT-compatible 
computer — today’s most 
important writing tool 

Unlike any other school, NRI shows you 
how to sharpen your writing skills, boost 
your creativity, and add to your income 
with the IBM PC/AT-compatible 
computer system and word processing 
software you train with and keep. 

Only NRI gives you practical in- 
struction with this invaluable tool, 
reaching you to use it the way the pros do: 
to devek>p your very best and most 



creative work and to then 
perfect and polish it for 
publication. 

Your computer won’t 
do the writing for you. But 
it will help you become a 
better, more creative writer, 
giving you the freedom you 
need to experiment with 
words and discover ideas as 
you write. Not only will it 
make writing easier by 
eliminating tedious, repeti- 
tive tasks, but it will also 
help you make more money 
by increasing the amount of 
writing you can do in any 
given length of time. And 
once you begin selling your 
work, you can even use your 
computer to keep records of 
your writing sales! 

FREE NRI School 
of Writing catalog 
Send today for your FREE NRI catalog. In 
it you’ll find all the details about NRl's at- 
home writing course. 

NRI has a long and proud tradition 
of helping students turn their dreams into 
extra income, even profitable businesses of 
their own. So if you dream of writing and 
selling your own articles, short stories, 
even books, choose NRI for the practical, 
comprehensive instruction you need to 
succeed. 
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write to us at NRI School of Writing, 
McGraw-Hill Continuing Education 
Center, 4401 Connecticut Avenue, NW, 
Washington, CKD 20008. 
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fabulous giant spider puppets, which could 
actually be alive if living things were made of 
rubber. And I haven’t even mentioned the 
lamest 3-D effects (the film was originally 
shot in that then ground-breaking process) 
you’ll see anywhere, with model rockets so 
obvious that they make the special effects in 
Flash Goixlon look liigh-tech. 

THE GIANT CLAW (1957). This film, 
which was part of the giant monster cycle of 
the late 1950s (Taranlida, The Giant Gilo 
Monster, etc.) is actually a credible Grade B 
potboiler, produced by the same guy who 
madeEarthvs. The Flying Saucers. That is, 
it’s credible until about half way through the 
film, when the Giant Buzzard from Outer 
Space shows up, It is only then that we real- 
ize America is being threatened by a giant 
tacky bird puppet, wit h a scrawny neck and 
weird tufted feathers on its head, which 
looks like it escaped from M.R. Puffenstiiff 
or The Banana Splits! Probably the worst 
monster ever in a major (or minor) motion 
picture, it makes the main character’s reac- 
tions ever more absurd for the second half of 
the film. “Oh, no! It’s a bird as big as a bat- 
tleship!” 

GODZILLA VS. BIOLANTE (1990). This 
film was the sequel to Godzilla 1985, in 
which Toho Studios once again made the big 
lizard a bad guy. This film continues the 
great cinematography and big budget special 
effects of its predecessor. But these produc- 
tion values can be a mixed blessing. For ex- 
ample, when Godzilla goes on a rampage in 
Osaka, you can immediately tell that the city 
is made of cardboard. 

And the plot— well, Godzilla’s advereary is 
a mutated rose. That’s right, the big lizard is 
fighting a very angiy flower. Then there’s a 
bunch of terrorists from some unnamed 
Middle Eastern country, who look like 
they’ve stepped out of a bad James Bond 
film. There’s also something about the spirit 
of a scientist’s dead daughter that inhabits 
the rose-monster’s being, but only some of 
the time, like when the plot needs it. You see, 
the rose monster, Biolante, likes to fight and 
destroy and stuff, just as any self-respecting 
rose-monster would, except when the dead 
daughter is exerting her will (you can tell 
she’s doing this because her face is super- 
imposed over the gigantic rose-like face of 
Biolante), at which point the monster re- 
treats. Among other things, this means that 
this film has no real climactic fight, which is 
the whole reason behind watching any 
Godzilla movie (you know, sort of like 
watching wrestlers in rubber suits). Watch- 
ing Godzilla Vs. Biolanle, I was astonished 
by how little sense a film could make. It re- 
stored my faith that tliey can still make truly 
bad movies, even in t he ’90s. 

INFRAMAN (1976). The villainess’ name 
is Princess Dragon Mom, I think that’s all 
that needs to be said, don’t you? Oh, OK, the 
plot has something to do with kung fu and a 
bunch of giant monsters trying to — that’s 
right, you guessed it — conquer the world! 
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Aliens using the plan from Plan Nine From Outer Space tip to take over the world! 



And the dialogue is dubbed in the best Son 
of Hercules tradition. “Things are really bad! 
Things are worse than they have ever been!” 

This is a Chinese copy of the Japanese 
Ultraman series, so it all sort of plays like a 
particularly inept Japanese monster movie (is 
that redundant?), but it has a certain endear- 
ingly manic energy that carries us Uirough, 
thanks largely to the incredibly stupid mon- 
sters, who act like a group of hyjjeraclive 6- 
year-olds. You’ll never forget the green 
tentacled octopus monster, or the won- 
derfully gross death of the kung fu spider. 

In his aitnual movie guide, Leonard Maltin 
actually gives this movie three stars, which 
1 lltink further proves how relative terms like 
"good" and “bad” can be when talking about 
these films. 

MESA OF LOST WOMEN (1953). What 
Itideous secret lurks in the desert of Mexico? 
Oh, no! A mad scientist is grafting spider 
glands onto human beings! Could he be plan- 



ning to (all togetlier now) conquer (he world? 

Alt, but there are consequences to the sci- 
entist’s actions (aren’t there always?) When 
he does his grafting on men, they become 
hideously deformed dwarfs. But grafted to 
the female of the species, the results become 
(amazingly enough) Beautiful Women! 

But what exactly is wrong with the mad 
doctor’s eye (he’s played by the immortal 
Jackie Coogan, later Uncle Fester on The 
Addants Family)? It looks like he’s wearing 
something more like a telescope than a mon- 
ocle. And wait until you see the lovely yet 
deadly Tarantella peiform her alluring spi- 
der dance! This also features the equally 
lovely Delores Fuller (in a non-speaking 
role), who at the time was Ed Wood Jr.’s 
bride, not to mention George Barrows, t;he 
title character in Robot Monster, playing a 
male nurse! 

THE PHANTOM EMPIRE (1935). First, a 
Continued on page 79 



Where To Find SF’s Worst 



S o here you are, ready for your Jaw- 
droppers party. But where to find 
the best of the worst? 

All of the films I’ve suggested in this ai’- 
ticle ai-e available on videotape, and any 
of the larger video stores should stock at 
least a few of them. But for those who 
want to seek out all of them, or even — 
gasp— wish to own some of these things, 
here’s where you can find all of them. 

TO RENT \fiDEO VAULT of Washing- 
ton, D.C., and Alexandria, Virginia, nins a 
mail order rental service. They also fea- 
ture some of the worst movies of all time. 
For more information, call them at 1-800- 
VAULT-66 or wite Video Vault, 706 Duke 
Street, Old Town, Alexandria, VA 22314. 

TO BUT: RHINO VIDEO specializes in 
weird videos for reasonable prices, and 
often has films (ROBOT MONSTER and 



CAT WOMEN OF THE MOON included) 
in theu- original 3-D. This is also the place 
to get THE PHANTOM EMPIRE. You can 
get a catalogue from them at Rhino 
Video, 2225 Colorado Avenue, Santa 
Monica, CA 90404. 

SINISTER CINEMA specializes in 
weird films from the 1930s tlirough the 
1960s. For more infonnation write them 
at P.O. Box 4369, Medford, OR 97501- 
0168 orcaU(503) 773-0168. 

SOMETHING WEIRD VIDEO also has 
a whole bunch of science fiction films, 
along with more adult fare (like nude 
space movies - but that’s another col- 
iinm). Infoimation can be gained by call- 
ing (206) 361-3759, or writing P.O. Box 
336(54, Seattle, WA 98133. A catalogue 
costs $3.00. 

Happy jawdropping! 
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Science 

By Andrews, Benford, Landis and Sheffield 

Everything you think you know 
about scientists may be wrong. 



Fiction often por- 
trays scientists as 
mad, and that 
makes our Science 
Fomm angiy. Art 
by Joel F. Naprstek. 




W HEN YOU THINK OF A SCIENTIST, WHAT DO 
you see? A wide-eyed, wild-haired fanatic 
surrounded by steam from bubbling 
beakers? A passionless mathematician 
with a calculator for a heart? Or perhaps a dweller in an 
ivory tower who doesn’t care if in the search for knowl- 
edge a world is destroyed? If you only learned your 
lessons on science and scientists from movies, books 
<md television, your image may be as distorted as these. 
Some scientists are angry at the way t hey are portrayed, 
and so we have brought together four working scien- 
tists to discuss their grievances with the mass media. 

Gregory Beitford is a professor of physics working at 
the University of California at Irvine, who has also writ- 
ten over a dozen SF novels. Arlan Andrews, Sr. is an ex- 
ecutive at a national laboratory, who has worked at the 
Wliite House Science Office in both the Bush and Clin- 
ton Administrations. A longtime SF reader, Geoffrey 
Landis has long looked at the role of the scientist both 
as an experimentalist and as a SF writer. Charles 
Sheffield holds a Ph.D in theoretical physics and serves 
as Chief Scientist for tlie Earth Satellite Cor|)oration. 

SF AGE: As working scientists, what iire your opinions 
on how you and the work you do are portrayed in SF 
and the media? I understand you have some complaints. 

ANDREWS: I’m an engineer, and 1 have no problems. 
I’ve always felt tliat ^\d^al I’ve seen about scientists in 
the movies is absolutely tme to life. 

LANDIS: I think that most of what we call science 



fiction is in fact “engineering” fiction. It’s not really about 
science at all, science being the search for undeistand- 
ing the basic nature of the universe, and engineering 
being i)utting that knowledge to use to make tools for 
the human race— mid that, I think, is what science fic- 
tion is about mostly. 

SHEFFIELD: 1 agree and disagree. I think that most 
science fiction is engineering, but; it’s possible to write 
stories that sit out at the front edge of physics. Those 
stories are as much t rying to tell the reader what the 
front edge of physics is as anytliing else. The danger is 
tliat it can become a dull story. If it’s done well it tells 
you a lot about physics and about being human and 
everything else. My big complaint about the portrayal 
of scientists in science fiction is that when it’s written by 
people who don’t have a science background, they have 
their scientists explaining things to each other, and they 
do it in a way that scientists or any other group don’t 
use. Any group develops its shorthand and short cuts 
and special vocabulary, smd the ctonversation between 
group members tends to read like extreme shorthand. 
Obviously you can’t do that in a story, because the 
reader does not have the special vocabulary. They can’t 
make an inference of a page of infonnation from a sin- 
gle word. Let me give you an example. If my scientist 
says “genome,” then he or she is not going to explain 
“genome" to her or his co-worker. It would be ridicu- 
lous. But very often, at that point, the nanalor goes into 
a i)aragraph of description about what a genome is, or 
a zygote, or a black hole or something, so what you get 
is stories that may be OK for people who don’t know the 
subject, but for anybody who does know the subject, 
they read like iubbish. That’s very common. 

SF AGE: How do you get around that? 

SHEFFIELD: The solution is to write stories for the 
six readers who have the same background as you. 
That’s fun to do, but you can’t sell them. That’s not a 
good solution. 1 don’t have a good solution. You have to 
be a Robert ! leinlein, who was able somehow to mix the 
necessary facts into tl\e story and nobody notices it. You 
don’t notice any explanations going on in a Heinlein 
story.The best science fiction makes the science part of 
the story, and the reader is never made to think about 
whether this is a reasonable or an unreasonable way of 
describing something, because it’s done so well tliat you 
just keep on reading. However, that requires a high level 
of skill . . . and it may require that you be Robert Heinlein. 

BENFORD: 1 faced that particularly In Timescape, 
and then, as an outsider to the subject of archeology, in 
a novel called Aiiifact. So I saw it from both ends. My 
solution in Timescape was to describe as much of the 
physics as possible in simple terms, then occasionally 
step aside and translate, but I don’t know how well it 
worked, because it was dense, particle physics sort of 
material. But in archeology, I was a neophyte, so once 1 
could understand something clearly, I undeislood it in 
my neophyte tenns, 1 explained it tliat way, and I think 
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it works better. Perhaps 
it’s better to not kiTow tiie 
subject too well. 

SHEFFIELD: Tliere’s a 
veiy good passage in Time- 
scape that I’ve pointed out 
before to Greg [Benford], 
in which someone is look- 
ing at the stmcture of the 
field equations of general 
relativity and their beauty 
and the way in which the 
contraction collapses the 
complexity, and I said in 
anotlier context that I don’t 
know who Greg was writ- 
ing for. He was obviously not writing for the 
general reader. Because if you were writing 
for the general reader, the general reader 
would have no idea what you were talking 
about. Obviously you’re writing to some- 
body who's in the field, otherwise it’s gib- 
berish. So whom did you feel you were 
writing for at that point? 

BENFORD: I thought I was writing for 
myself, yet, tiying to convey beauty in the 
same way that somebody doing a biography 
of Beethoven, say, would stress how the aes- 
thetics come out of a technical competence 
that is quite complex, and so you don’t need 
to know about C shaip and beats per mea- 
sure in detail. Of course, in music, it’s dead 
easy, we have a direct perception of it. In 
that passage, as I remember it, I tried to in- 
voke something of the language of music 
and ait to describe the aesthetics of mathe- 
matics, which I agree is a difficult transla- 
tional problem. It’s one of the ways you can 
take the science and try to convey it as an 
experience and not as subject matter. 

LANDIS: The one thing that I think 
science fiction usually ignores is the fact thal 
in science today, there is avast gulf between 
the theorists and the experimentalists. The 
person who sits in an office and comes up 
with a new Unified Field Theory is not. in the 
afternoon going to go down to the lab and 
solder together a little test model and put 
himself into another universe. Tlieorists and 
experimentalists do talk to each other, and 
they pay attention to what each other is 
doing, but they’re very rarely the same per- 
son. And ev'en when they are the same per- 
son, the sort of experiments thal are soil of 
thrown together in an afternoon from spare 
parts and bailing wire.. .well, there are 
people who do that, but they’re not tyi)ically 
the cutting edge. 

SHEFFIELD: My principal objection to 
the way scientists are portrayed is that 
scientists are portrayed as though they are 
different from other people. In fact, scien- 
tists are exactly the same as other people. 
They screw their colleagues’ wives, they kill 
themselves driving motorcycles and cars at 
high speeds, they drink themselves to deal h. 
They smoke. They have all the weaknesses 
of every other human. The problem is that, 
when they’re portrayed in fiction, they’re 



port rayed as different from 
ot her people, and that’s 
bogus. They’re people like 
everybody else, who hap- 
pen to have a particular 
job, which is science. 

ANDREWS: There's an- 
other misconception that 
scientists are organized. 

BENFORD: Literature 
has acquired some arche- 
tyiial images, The firet one 
is Doctor Frankenstein, 
and it dominated much of 
romantic writing in the 
19th centuiy. It even per- 
meates how scientists deal with Dracula! 
There isn’t any science, but there’s a series of 
ad hominem solutions. And then we get the 
Tiionms Alva Edison archetype, the genius 
tinkercr who changes the world, actually 
sort of a divine idiot, who knows not what he 
bringeth fmlh and, therefore, the Fianken- 
stein image fits in perfectly with that. The 
thing people forget about Frankenstein is 
that eveiy lime the monster appears, Fiaivk- 
enstcin literally goes into a swoon— Dr. 
Frankenstein. And it’s telling thal public 
culture has confused the monster with the 
scientist. The monster is never named. The 
scient ist is named Frankenstein. And the flii) 
side of the innocent genius is Frankenstein, 
who knows not what he does. That’s why he 
faints when the monster appears. Because 
the monster is his subconsciousness. And 
the fear in much of literature is that scien- 
tists have a subconscious drive contraiy to 
their public agenda. The reverse argunvent 
against that is the scientist as saint, person- 
ified by Einstein. Frankenstein, Einstein? 
Wiis Frankenstein merely Einstein being 
frank? That saint/saviour image also has its 
role in science fiction, with scientists who 
are more like Edison — things worked, and 
they weren’t quite sure why. Thomas Alva 
Edison understood intuitively Faraday and 
Maxwell. He didn’t work out the differential 
equations— he tried things. Einstein went 
the other way. 

SHEFFIELD: I think that the public per- 
ception of scientists changed forever in 
1945. The scientist as god emerged with the 
atomic bomb and the hydrogen bomb. The 
scientist able to destroy the world and the 
scientist as essentially a daiTgerous influence 
was not achieved by Maiy Shelley. It was 
achieved by J. Robert OjTpenheimer and the 
boys on the Manhattan Project, making the 
firet atoiiTic bomb. Ai\(l it was at that point, 
with the destruction of Hiroshima and Naga- 
saki, that the public perception of the scien- 
tist. as a being of t reniendous poTver emerged. 
That’s still true today. And the “mad scien- 
tist” is the recognition of the power of 
science to do things, with the fear tiiat 
scientists are not responsible. That is, they 
do it because it’s fun, and they don’t think 
through the consequences of their actions. 
Today there is antipathy towards science. 



I think that the 
public perception of 
scientists changed 
forever in 1945. 

The scientist as 
god emerged with 
the atomic bomb. . . 
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and fear of science. It began in 1945, and I 
think it still continues. 

LANDIS; Tlie image of Edison as the 
linkerer may have been somewhat true ear ly 
in Edison’s career, but one of the most en- 
during accomplishments of Edison was the 
modem industrial research lab, where he 
learned how to get hundreds, and later even 
thousands, of researchers looking at how to 
invent things. Edison, in fact, was a reseai'ch 
director in most of the inventions, and most 
of tile inventions of the Edison Coiporation 
were made by the research lab that became 
the prototype for the modem reseai ch team. 

ANDREWS: As the token engineer here 
in this group of physicists, one of my com- 
plaints about the media in general, and not 
just science fiction or movies, is that suc- 
cesses are called “scientific successes,” but 
failures are called “engineering failures." 
And tills, at least, is a recognition that some- 
body has to implement these things. I would 
like to take issue with something that Geoff 
[Landis] said earlier, which is that engineer- 
ing is usually a way to implement something 
that scientists came up with. I have to point 
out that engineeiing predates science by some 
tens of centuries. I really doubt that the 
builders of the pyramids and the aqueducts 
were scientists. They worked out Bemouilli’s 
principles when they made the aqueducts, 
so that where water flows fast, they had nar- 
row channels and not much reinforcement, 
while where water ran slowly and around 
comers, they had thick walls and reinforce- 
ments. A few thousand years of building 
aqueducts, a few tliousand yeai-s of building 
pyramids, with death being the penalty for 
failure, the consequences of failure would 
probably produce generations of good pyra- 
mid builders and aqueduct builders, The 
Roman roads in the UK, for example, are still 
in operation. From my background as an en- 
gineer, we look at it differently. Our heroes 
are the Edisons, the Alexander Graham 
Bells. One of the problems of tlie public per- 
ception of scientists is that the penchant for 
credentials pemteates the upper levels. I’ve 
been at the National Science Foundation 
where I’ve reviewed scientific grants for 
other people, and I realized that there is veiy 
little place in science and grants and mod- 
em government for people who don’t have 
tremendous credentials. A science fiction 
story I would like to do — 1 proposed this at 
the Commerce Department once — is, pic- 
ture yourself in 1974 as a government per- 
son, and these two hippy-looking guys in San 
Jose come to you with an idea for money. 
“We want to get a grant to develop a per- 
sonal computer.” “What are your back- 
grounds, Mr. Jobs and Mr. Wozniak?” “Well, 
we’re college dropouts. We’re going to fi- 
nance litis whole new industry by selling a 
IIP calculator to build the first model. 

BENFORD: “And we’re working out of 
our garage.” 

SHEFFIELD: “And we’re 19 years old.” 

ANDREWS: “Fine, leave! Next grant ap- 
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plicant ploasp." I’m really afraid thal with all 
the tinkeroi's we have in (he world today that 
such people are being overlooked. 

BENFORD: The reverse argument is that 
tliey did it anyway, (hank God. 

ANDREWS: Only lieeause tlie govern- 
ment didn’t have anything to do with it. 

SHEFFIELD: What you’re point ingout is 
the danger of letting government control 
science, which government is ill-equipped to 
do, for many reasons. Otie is the shoil hoi i- 
zon. Tlie other is the cost-benefit approach 
to things; you cannot do a cost-benefit ap- 
proach to basic research unless you’re will- 
ing to take a time scale of 100 years. And the 
third thing is that you have to i)ul out so 
many stupid reports to get government 
money that you can’t do aity research. That, 
by the way, luis affected the universities. 

BENFORD: Yes, I spend so much time 
legitimizing my steps that I’m seriously 
thinking of shutting down my experimental 
group, which operates under a defense de- 
partment contract. 

ANDREWS: Along the way, my early 
ideas and ideals of engineering were fonnecl, 
I think, in large measure by reading Robert 
Heinlein. The thing t hat Heinlein never men- 
tioned in the stories, that I found nut, on my 
finst job, is that, there’s a tremendous amount 
of paperwork and mundane routine things, 
and it was99 percent perspiration and 1 per- 
cent inspiration. Had I known that ahead of 
time, I probably would have become a 
writer, or a lawyer or something else. 

SHEFFIELD: The missing comi)onent in 
all of this is thal real science, like real art, is 
work — it's not a flash of brilliance unac- 
companied by very hard work, it’s a flash of 
brilliance that is preceded nonnally by very 
hard work, lladamard, in his study on the 
psychology of perception in the mathemati- 
cal field, talks of how Poincare came across 
one of his discoveries. Poincare had been 
thinking very hard about this subject for 
days, and then one day, as he was stepping 
onto a bus, and not aware that he was think- 
ing about the subject at all, suddenly he re- 
alized what was happening. The solution just 
aune to him. The point, though, is that science 
is work, it’s hard work, it’s not something 
that you can do without effort, and I think 
one of the problems with making science 
fun, is that if science is fun, it's damned hard 
work too. If you miss that, then you mislead 
students and readers and everyone else. 

LANDIS: Feynman is often considered its 
the archetyi)e of an intuitive genius. But one 
thing I've been told by someone who knew 
him, was that the tiling that really struck 
them most about Feynman is that he had the 
ability to concentrate on a single problem 
without a break for two months at a time. 
But it's the flash of brilliance that jieople as- 
sociate with Feynman, and not the two 
months that he’s thinking about the problem. 

SHEFFIELD: Freeman Dyson said that 
Feynman worked harder than anyone he'd 
ever met , Me was a showman ton, hut. lie |)ut 
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in long, long houre and days and weeks of 
isolated hard work, and those are the things 
that you don’t see in the results. When you 
listen to a great Beethoven symphony, you 
don’t ask how long it took him, and how 
much he struggled and how much he 
rewrote and revised. In a scientific paper, 
too, there is a tendency l.o remove the scaf- 
folding, so that the results appear magically, 

LANDIS: And to remove all of the stu- 
pid en'ors. 

BENFORD: I would say that Geoff’s 
earlier remark was also metaphorically tine. 
A great deal of science is sitting waiting in 
the dark. You aie in the dark about a prob- 
lem, at least I am, a great deal of the time, 
and sometimes the light never comes. 

SHEFFIELD: But if it does come, I be- 
lieve that it comes because you have thought: 
and thought and thought, and thought, and 
then, when the light comes, you may not be 
able to relate the aiTival of the light to the 
preconditioning of your mind — 

BENFORD: That’s why we have the sub- 
conscious. It’s to do the hard work. It verges 
on the romantic image. Suddenly, it all 
comes out—here’s the symphony, write it 
down in 30 minutes. And unless we do as 
Charles charges us to, show all the grunt- 
work, we fall into the roimuitic fallacies. 

SF AGE: What’s it like on-the-job as a 
scientist? 

BENFORD: I have an example. For a long 
time I had been working on collective meth- 
ods of radiation in the laboratory. Several 
yearn ago I saw some dala from quasais, still 
a hot subject, showing variability on the 
scale of days in the radio emission — which 
pushes the pai'ametere on black holes and so 
on enormously. I suddenly realized 1 could 
explain all this if tlie emission mechanisms 
were the ones that I had worked on in my 
lab, and not the ones that the astrophysicists 
assmned existed. I built a whole theoretical 
model on that, but it came from the sudden 
realization t hat maybe the underlying mech- 
anism, the little electrons in their dance, was 
fundamentally changed from the conven- 
tional wisdom in astronomy. Tliat occurred 
in one instant, but it was because I’d worked 
on the problem in the laboratory. 

SHEFFIELD: Tlie other point that you’re 
making iniplicitly is the importance of cross- 
fertilization, the importation of techniques 
from one field to another. For instance, 
Wilson won a Nobel Prize in solid stat e by 
importing field theoiy techniques into con- 
densed matter physics. So breadth is impor- 
tant in science as well as depth, and narrow 
scientists are rare. In my experiences, 
scientists are broader than other jieople. 
Scientists know far more about the arts and 
humanities than artists and specialists in the 
humanities know about science. 

BENFORD: Well, anything is greater 
than zero! 

LANDIS: It is interesting that most of the 
scientists and engineeis whom I know are 
Continued on page 80 
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By Done Spotts 

After a stressful day at work 1 put 
on my space age shaaes, plug in the 
"Dreamtime” tape, and program my 
Si/pcrMfiid''' computer for a "heavy- 
duty" Theta session. As I punch the 
start button I'm reminded of NASA's 
virtual reality machines. Those bil- 
lion dollar video games that trans- 
port your consciousness into an arti- 
ricial computer world you manipu- 
late with voice commands and ges- 
tures. 

Of course, the SuperMhid™ isn't 
virtual reality. No. It's more like elec- 
tronic Zen. 

A Vacation In 20 Minutes 

After only a few moments of 
being plugged into this machine, 1 
was suckea into a deep trance. Weird 
colors and patterns were created on 
the insides of my closed eyelids. I felt 
super relaxed and experienced the 
most profound sensation of peace 
and joy. It felt as if my soul was 
transported into the garden of eden. 
Was this the blissful ecstasy of 
enlightenment mystics write about? I 
felt an orgasmic endorphin rush 
stream into nw brain. Yes! 1 was 
launching into llieta-land. Big time. 

Using pulses of sequenced light 
emitted from the glasses and com- 
puter generated sound frequencies, 
the SuperMind’*'' synchronizes your 
brainwave patterns, driving your 
brain into an altered state of con- 
sciousness similar to dreaming. 

Based on hard scientific evidence 
which associates states of conscious- 



ness \vith dominant brainwave activ- 
ity, this machine coaxes your brain 
into an Alpha/Theta pattern (brain- 
waves in the 4-lOHz range), which is 
associated with deep meditation and 
mental imagery. Zen monks and 
yogis train for decades to achieve this 
same level of mental control. 

Developed by the Mind Research 
Laboratory, now anyone can enter 
profound mental states at the push of 
a button. And because it’s computer 
controlled you can experiment with 
thousands of different frequency 
combinations. Or you can choose 
from 10 "preset programs" designed 
to produce specific states of con- 
sciousness - ranging from dream-like 
sleep and mecfitation to extreme 
alertness - all at the push of a button. 

The size of a pocket calculator, it's 
so portable I take it with me on busi- 
ness trips to beat stress and jet lag. A 
20-minute session gives me the 
equivalent of 8-hours .^eep and helps 
reset my biological clock. 

Boost Brainpower 

Listen: Training your brain to gen- 
erate Theta activity for even a few 
minutes each day has enormous ben- 
efits, including boosting the immune 
system, enhancing creativity, I.Q., 
and psychic abilities, along with 
increasing feelings of psychological 
well-being. 

For a little black box to do all that 
to your brain in 20 minutes is amaz- 
ing enough, but it's only part of the 
story. Because this machine can also 



be used to accelerate learning and 
modify negative self-defeating 
behavior. 

Automatic Hypnosis 

Let's say you wanted to quit 
smoking, enhance your self-esteem, 
lose weight, or just play a better 
game of golf. You couW pay a hyp- 
notist $100 an hour or more to repro- 
gram these new self-image and 
behavior patterns into your subcon- 
scious. Or, by plugging into the 
SiipcrM/jid"'' you coula induce a hyp- 
notic trance in a matter of seconds. 
Then, while your subconscious is 
primed for psychological program- 
ming, you play prerecorded behav- 
ioralmindscripts, and these new suc- 
cess patterns become transferred 
onto your brain. 

I’ll include a special report that 
teaches you exactly how to create 
your own behavioral mindscripts on 
everything from success conditioning 
and weight control to enhancing sex- 
ual performance. Or if you wish, use 
Zygon's prerecorded library of 
MindWare^” tapes. Whichever 
method you choose, you'll possess 
an extremely flexible and powerful 
tool for rescripting your subcon- 
scious and improving your life. 

Instant Speed Learning 

Plus, you can use this machine for 
speed learning. Tests at the 
ijniversity of California have 
revealed tlie effects of Theta frequen- 
cies on learning. During their study a 



group of 20 students learned 1,800 
words of Bulgarian in 120 hours 
while using Theta stimulation pro- 
grams. In about 1/3 the normal time 
they spoke and wrote the new lan- 
guage. 

As an additional bonus I'll be 
sending you a special report on how 
to set up your own speed learning 
system to learn foreign languages 
and new material at lightning mst 
speed. 

Free Mood-Lifting Library 

And if you order your 
SiiperMind’-'-' now (during this spednl 
iiifrodiiclory period), youll receive a 
third special bonus - FREE. Four 
very unique MindWare^’^ sound- 
tractcs, called Moodscapes’", enhance 
your SuperMhid^''' experience. You 
simply connect a stereo player to the 
SuperMind™ unit using tlie patch 
cord provided. While the frequency 
matrix of your SifpcrM/iiri'" alters 
your mind-state, the Moodscapes^'^ 
soundtrack transports your con- 
sciousness into a beautiful and 
unique aural landscape. Because 
your brain is so "tuned in" by the 
light/sound frequencies, your mind 
creates an intense array of mental 
images. The combination is truly 
exhilarating. 

And that's only the beginning. 
Because as part of tfiis special promo- 
tion, I'm including $500 worth of 
additional MindWare^' bonuses with 
your computer. For a 









limited time the Si(;!erM»id™ comes 
with... 



The SuperMlnil^ bonus bundle package above includes the Behavioral Mlndscrlpts Library”", 3 Fantastic Mind Journeys, and the 4 Instant 
Language courses with workbook, as well as your free Moodscapes”" Library, and Auto-Hypnosis and Speed Learning Audio Reports. 



“Instant French” Free! 

Learn 4 foreign languages, rescript self-sabota^ng 
de/iaWor, and send your brain on 
# V’ incredible mind journeys! 

A -d ' ALL FREE! 
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Super Motivation Library 

Turn stress into success, and a 
loser mind-set into a winning one at 
the touch of a button with the 22-title 
Behavioral Mindscripts Library^''’. By 
first s\'nchronizing your braihwa\’es 
into the optimum mind-state for 
psychological programming, the 
SKpcrMhiiF''' uses these mindscript- 
ing tapes to rewire deeply embedded 
suDconscious belief patterns. 
Reprogram self-sabotaging behavior 
and implant new success patterns 
automatically. Normally eacn title is 
$10, but for a limited time I'm 
bundling this entire S220 librar)' with 
your SiipcrMiiid™ computer. 

And there's more... 

Speak French, Spanish, 
German, & Italian Overnight 

Using the amazing accelerated 
language learning system, these four 
Instant Language courses are also 
bundled with your SuperM/iid™ 
computer. Each course works with 
software built into your SiipcrMiJirf™ 
to imprint a super-fast working 
knowledge of these languages into 
vour memory. Edited to accelerate 
learning time, words and phrases for 
speaking in each country arc 
imprinted directly onto your brain 
cells. No verbs to conjugate or gram- 
mar to learn. A $200 super-value, all 
four language courses won't cost you 
a penny. 

.And here's something else... 

3 Fantastic Mind Journeys 

Trigger \’i\'id sensory responses in 
your brain and transport your con- 
sciousness on a journey to other 
times and places with three mind- 
blowing experiences. "Aboriginal 
Dreamtime"^ takes you to a mystical 
time when the world was new and 
magic ruled. "Cetacean Mind Link" 



puts your consciousness inside a 
whale and dolphin to experience an 
incredible ocean world. And finally 
the ultimate mind-trip, "Near Death 
Experience" simulates the 5 astral 
stages of a journey out of your body, 
then back again, renewed and 
enlivened. Three superbly crafted 
SnperMiiuV^' experiences are $25 
each, adding another $75 bonus 
value to your package. 

$17,000 Machine For $299 

I'm super pumped up by this 
powerful self-improvement tool. Of 
all the light/sound machines I've 
used, the only one that even comes 
close to the is a $17,000 

clinical model. 



This powerful brain boosting com- 
puter with all its incredible bonuses - 
'Auto-Hypnosis" Special Report ($25 
value), the "Speed Learning System" 
($25 value), Moodscapes™ Library 
($100 value), and the incredible 
MindWare™ Bonus Bundle Package 
($500 value), is all yours for only 
$299.95. 

30-Day Free Trial 

And you can try it entirely at my 
risk over the next io days. Talce your 
brain on a mind machine journey 
into incredible mind-altering experi- 
ences, learn foreign languages at the 
push of a button, and reprogram a 
loser mind-set into a winning one. If 
for any reason you're not blown 



away by the technology, send your 
computer back to me for a full 
refund. But no matter what, keep the 
$100 worth of Moodscapes'f'" as my 
free gift just for giving it a shot. 

To order, simply call my toll free 
number and ask for the SuperMind’-'' 
special offer (Item #405). Or send 
your check or money order for 
$299.95 plus $15 shipping & han- 
dling to the address oelow. Please 
allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
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Essay 

By BmBova 



Going to the movies is enough 
to make you hate Sci-Fi flicks. 




Stanley Kubrick’s 
2001 ivas one of the 
few films to show 
respect for science 
fiction. 



I ’M SITTING ON THE BEACH, LOOKING OUT AT THE 
beautiful, warm Gulf of Mexico, and wondering 
if I’m lurning into a curmudgeon. 

I hate science fiction mo\Tes. Star IVhrs, Close 
Encounters, Total Recall, all three of the Alien flicks - 
they’re just dumb. And the only evidence of intelligence 
in Jurassic Pork was the dinosaurs, not the humans. 
There hasn’t been a decent science fiction film since 
2001: A Space Odyssey. And there wasn’t much before 
that, either. 

They shouldn’t even be called science fiction films. 
They have as much to do with real science fiction as 
Popeye cartoons have to do with naval history. They ai'c 
based on comic strip thinking, and the messages they 
give to the audience are messages for slaves, not free 
men and women. 

Take the original Star Wars, the biggest WOW movie 
of all time, I guess. Despite the ray guns and starships, 
despite the robots (misnamed “droids,” for R2D2 and 
C3PO ai’e machines and, tlierefore robots, while andi’oids 
are artificial people, manufactured by biotechnology in 
human foim) and alien critters, Star Wa>s is more of a 
glitzy remake of The Sea Ha jck than tine science fiction. 

Maybe I ought to tell you what tme science fiction is. 
In science fid ion stories, some aspect of future science 
or technology is so important to the story that if you 
took away the science, the story would collapse. Think 
of Maiy Shelley’s Frankenstein, for example. Take out 
the science and all you’ve got is a failed Gennan med- 
ical student wandering around muttering to himself. 

I have been writing that kind of science fiction since 
the days of manual typewriters. It broils me when Hol- 
lywood takes material based on comic strips and calls 
it science fiction. 

If you think that Star Wa? s is science fiction, try this 



simple test, Take out the future stuff. You could set ex- 
actly the same stoiy in Elizabethan England or the old 
Wild West. The spaceships become sailing ships or cov- 
ered wagons. The misnamed droids become Laurel and 
Hardy. The character of Ilan Solo was played more than 
once by Errol Flynn, as Captain Blood or the Sea Hawk 
or Don .Juan. 

Tiy the same test on 2001. It doesn’t work. You can’t 
tm-n Kubrick’s film into a Western or anything else because 
its central message can only be told in terms of science 
fiction. It is a real science fiction film, not a sci-fi flick. 

One of the reasons I am attracted to science fiction is 
that it shows new and fresh visions of the future. It deals 
\s1th the wide universe out there and excites my sense 
of wonder. And it is basically an optimistic, hopeful field 
of fiction. Like science itself, true science fiction is 
based on the idea that we human Ijeings ai'e smart and 
resourceful, we can understand the world around us, 
and we can use that underetanding to better our lives. 
(Albert Einstein said it best: “The eternal mystery of the 
world is its comprehensibility.” We can understand how 
it all works!) 

But what do tlie sci-fi flicks tell us? Exactly the opposite. 

In the crucial moment olStar Wai's, does Luke Sky- 
walker use all that gorgeous technology around him to 
blast the Death Stai-? He does not! He hears Alec Gui- 
ness whispering in his eai‘, “Timst the Force.” He pushes 
aside his targeting computer and “feels” his way to vic- 
toiy. This is like General Schwarzkopf asking Shirley 
McLaine to lead the attack. 

In the original Alien, who is the bad guy? The scien- 
tist. Turns out he’s not even human. 

Go back to one of my favorites, the original The Thing. 
Howard Hawks produced a nifty, sharp-edged thriller 
out of John W. Campbell’s original story, “Who Goes 
There?" But the chief scientist at the research station is 
portrayed as a priggish, inflexible martinet who hasn’t 
got bi^ains enough to realize that the alien (James Am ess) 
is not interested in small talk or peaceful overtures. 

Even as channing a film as The Time Bandits por- 
trays God as a nice old man who is slightly dotty about 
shnibs imd flowers, while the devil— evil incainate— is 
hot to know about computers and lasers. 

This summer’s blockbuster, Jurassic Park, treats sci- 
ence and scientists Just as poorly. Paleontologists show 
disdain for computers, the idea of chaos theory is stood 
on its head, the safeguards of the park are patlietically 
inadequate (Hasn’t Crichton ever heard of redundant 
systems? Hasn’t he ever visited a modem zoo?), and t he 
ultimate villain of the story is a computer programmer 
who moi e closely resembles Rush Limbaugh than a ra- 
tional human being. 

The message that these films pound into the audi- 
ence’s awareness is this; Science is evil, scientists ai'e ei- 
ther rillains or incompetent nerds, and you are always 
better off Imsting your heart rather than your head. 

This message is brought to you by producers and di- 
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LFQUEST is one of the most 
unusual and unusually satisfying 
fantasy concepts 1 have ever en- 
countered. It's some of the best serious 
fantasy writing in the business, providing 
a rich landscape of characters and events. 
Don't let the 'comic book' look throw you. 
This is grown-up stuff with adventure, 
violence, betrayal, sex, murder, humor, 
mystery, pathos, and all the good stuff 
one expects from good story-telling." 

Raymond Feist 
author of "Magician" 



ELFQUEST - ROGUE'S CHALLENGE 

Hardcover, 160 pages, full color, $19.95. 
Spring 1994 from Warp Graphics. 

Available at all book stores 
and comics shops. For distributor 
information, or to request a catalog 
of other ELFQUEST publications, 
phone 914-473-WARP (473-9277). 



BOO. 

March 3-6, 1994 — Phoenix, Arizona 
Guests of Honor: Gahan Wilson, Dan Simmons, Charles Grant, Ed Bryant 




Memberships are limited to 1 ,000 lucky fright fanatics, so scare one up now 
because they’re going to go fast. When they’re gone, it’s your nightmare. 

Call (602) 841-5153 or (602) 945-6890 for more information. 



Memberships 

$75 full membership 

Mail your check to WorM Horror Convention 
P.O. Box 60008, Phoenix, AZ 85082-0008 



Fountain Suites Hotel 

Two-room suites, $99/night 
Reservations (602) 375-1777 
2577 W. Greenway Road, Phoenix, AZ 85023 
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rectors who use the latest, highest technol- 
ogy computers and special effects that they 
can lay their hands on. It is an utterly im- 
moral, cynical message — 
a message for slaves. Don't 
bother your poor brain 
trying to think for your- 
self; don’t worry about 
science and technology; 
just be a nice person and 
keep buying the popcorn. 

Even the original Star 
Trek series wrote tliis anti- 
science, anti-thinking atti- 
tude into tlie show’s bible. 

Spock represented the 
brain; Kirk represented tlie 
heart. Altliough Spock was 
obviously much smarter 
than Kirk, the show’s bible 
informed its writers that 
Kirk had to come up with 
the answer to each week’s problem. Brainy 
Mr. Spock could help, but the real answer 
had to come from the emotional captain. 

Why does tlie motion pictui'e indusliy con- 
tinually hammer this tlieme? Is it some plot 
by extraterrestrials to make us all stupid? 

When I first became aware of this insidi- 
ous situation, I thought it might be part of 
the old American anti-intellectual attitude. 
You can see it in tlie eaidiest American the- 
ater productions, from back in frontier days. 
A mainstay of those traveling shows was the 
rural drama where the city slicker is out- 
foxed by the rube farmer. The audiences 
loved it. TVanslate that into today’s high-t ech 
society and you have the good-hearted Han 
Solo or Captain Kirk outwitting the evil sci- 
entist or inhuman alien. 

But then I realized that British films and 
other foreign films displayed much the same 
attitude toward knowledge and rational 
thought in their sci-fi flicks. It is not an Amer- 
ican failure; it is industry-wide. 

The answer came to me while I was work- 
ing as the science adviser to the worst tele- 
vision series ever put on the air. It was called 
Tfie Starlost, and although it was the brain- 
child of my good friend Harlan Ellison, his 
original idea was beaten out of shape by the 
forces of the television industiy. 

As science adviser, my job was to read the 
scripts, see if tliere were any scientific goofs 
in them, and suggest ways to fix the goofs 
witliout tearing up the whole script and start- 
ing over. I did that. I was thanked profusely 
and paid handsomely. Bui not one word of my 
advice was ever heeded. They went ahead 
and shot the scripts as originally written, 
goofs and all, and put a full-screen credit at 
the end: BEN BOVA— SCIENCE ADATSER. 

It turned out that all they wanted was to 
be able to say that they had a science ad- 
viser. Nevermind that the advice was ig- 
nored. They liad covered their derrieres. If 
anybody complained about a scientific eiTor, 
they could say proudly that they had a sci- 
ence advisor, so there! 



They did not care if the goofs got onto the 
screen. “Nobody will notice that,’’ was their 
reply whenever I pointed out a glaring eiTor. 

Their altitude was that, 
since they didn’t know 
that the Sun is yellow, not 
green, nobody in (he audi- 
ence would know' it either. 

In true science fiction 
the writer tries to play fair 
with tlie laws of the uni- 
verse as we understand 
them. You are free to in- 
vent anything you like, so 
long iis no one can prove 
that it’s wrong. 

In sci-fi Hicks they just 
don’t give a damn. They 
hav'e police firing machine 
guns in glass-domed Marl:- 
ian habitats (Total Recall) 
because it looks spectac- 
ular. Nevemiind the logic of it. Don’t stop to 
think that people smart enough to build a 
habitat on the planet Mare are going to be 
able to figiu'e out that macliine guns and glass 
domes don’t mix. Who cares? Those dum- 
mies in the audience will never figure it out. 

And at t he lieart of it all, this is what frosts 
me the most. Tliese filmmakere have no re- 
spect for their audience. Their altitude is 
that as long as the special effects are really 
terrific, who’s going to notice that the actors 
are behaving like idiots? 

Remember the advertising line for the 
original Alien? “In space, no one can hear 
you scream." So wliat is the opening shot of 
the film? An interstellar sliip trundling 
through space, making a noise sort of like an 
old freight train climbing a steep grade. No 
noise in space? They know’ that, but they 
don't care. They tliink you’re so dumb you 
eocpect to hear spacesliips grinding their gears. 

Kubrick was smart enougli to do it right, 
and brilliant enough to use the silence of space 
as a startling dramat ic effect. WTien Hal kills 
one of tlie astronauts dming arr EVA (extrave- 
hicular’ activity), the sudden silence w’hen he 
stops breathing brings you out of your seat. 

The motion pictui’e medium can be so 
great, when it is handled properly. Science 
fiction could be ti’uly wondei’ful on the big 
screen — and even on TV. But most of it is 
just a half step above garbage. 

The people w’ho make sci-fi flicks know 
next to nothing about science fiction. For the 
most part they draw the material for theii’ 
films from comic strips, not science fiction. 
Tlrey firmly believe that the special effects ai’C 
what sell tickets, so they don’t w’ony much 
about scripts and acting and rational thinkirrg. 

Worst of all, they constantly pi’omote this 
cynical message that science is evil and good- 
hearted ignoramuses ai’e the best peojrle in 
the universe. 

There have been some good science fic- 
tion films. They are rare, but they do exist. 

My favorite is The Man in the Wiite Suit, 
made by Ealing Studios in 1950, starring 



These fllmmakers... 
attitude is that as 
long as the special 
effects are really 
terrific, who’s going 
to notice that the 
actors are behaving 
like idiots? 
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Alec Guiness. No one involved in the pro- 
duction thought of it as a science fiction film. 
They thought tliey were making a comedy. 

It is a very funny film. Yet it is truly science 
fiction, too. It deals with a young scientist 
who wants to change the world by produc- 




Eveyi in the classic 1951 film, The Thing, 
the chief scientist is a piiggish idiot. 



ing a fabric that will never wear out, never 
even get dirty. He wants to clothe the world’s 
poor. Once the British textile industry real- 
izes what he’s up to— and that his fabric will 
put an end to tlieir business — both labor and 
management bend every ounce of their 
strength to find this scientist and murder 
him. With hilarious results. 

Because the makers of The Mon in the 
White Suit thought of their film as a comedy 
rather than as science fiction, they made cer- 
tain tliat they got a good script and the best 
actors. The only noticeable special effect in 
the film is a sound effect, the noise that Gui- 
ness’ experiment makes when it’s perking 
away in lus laboratory. 

Incidentally, the film does one thing that 
no sci-fi flick has even tried to do. In a brief 
scene you see what a thrill Guiness gets 
when he is finally allowed to do his experi- 
ment in a well-equipped laboratory. In tliat 
flash of a moment, you understand the ex- 
citement a scientist feels when he gets to “do 
his thing." It is the same excitement that Van 
Gogh felt when he started painting in Arles. 
It is the same excitement that Neil Arm- 
strong felt when he set foot on the Moon. 

Will the motion picture medium ever live 
up to its potential and produce truly great 
science fiction films? I wonder. Think of 
wliat they did to Frank Herbert’s Dime. 

Yet there is a treasure-trove of science fic- 
tion classics waiting to be done: Theodore 
Sturgeon’s More Than Human, Alfred Bester’s 
The Demolished Man, Isaac Asimov’s robot 
stories, Robert Heinlein’s future histoiy series. 

Many of these works have been under op- 
tion by studios or filmmakers for years, 
decades. Yet they have never been produced. 
No one in the motion picture industry has 
the brains to do them the way they need to 
be done. Not yet. 

But science fiction, as I said, is an opti- 
mistic field. Maybe there are younger cre- 
ative geniuses out there who will bring these 
classics to the screen in the form they deserve. 

That’s one good thing about science fic- 
tion: you can always look to the future with 
hope. □ 
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If at first you don’t succeed. . . 



EMXM! 

BYMAEYA. TURZILLO 
Illustration by Charles Demorat 



A t market, haggling for cumin 
to season her mother’s spicy 
chicken, Bindurekha caught a 
glimpse of him: the man she 
must marry. He was loitering 
with two other soldiers, near a booth that sold 
sweetened curds. She knew he was in Ku- 

msetra, of course. Rumors of war had brought him and his family 
to town. 

He saw her, too. The air around her seemed to grow soft and 
dense, and before she flicked her gaze away, she allowed her lips 
to curve almost imperceptibly. In a moment, she stole a look at him 
again. Was this the fate her mother and father had chosen for her? 
A youth with a quick, economical way of moving and wide shoul- 
ders and a narrow waist like temple statues of the gods? 

And then he smiled back. 

Bindurekha’s hands shook, and a rose-colored mist rose between 
her and tlie scene of the market. In a chaos of the senses, she bought 
the spice at too high a price, then ran home, her sandals kicking up 
dust to soil her sari. 

Wliy did she tremble? Why did she let the rice boil dry and earn 
a scolding? Why did she barely touch tlie tasty spiced chicken? 

In three days, a maidservant brought a letter. “FYom a young sol- 
dier,” tlie woman said, smiling with sleepy insinuation. “He said, for 
you only; your elders must not see it.” 

Bindurekha felt guilty blood steal into her face. She hid the letter 
under her pillow. She did not know how to read; still, when every- 
one else was asleep she brought it out and kissed it passionately. 
Her mother found it the next day while changing the linens, but 
Bindurehka said a friend had discovered it in some old book, a tale 
of Kaikeyi. 

Bindurekha had no shame. 

More letters came, and sprays of plum blossom. One night, the fi- 
ance himself— Mandhata was his name— stood in the blue lotus 
darkness by her window. His deep voice caught her heart and made 
her body vibrate with anticipation of a delight she could not name. 

Next day her mother asked crossly, “Who was that singing last 
night outside in the street?" 

“I didn’t hear anything.” Bindurekha hugged herself to keep the 
truth in. 

“The young are lucky to sleep so sound!” 

Mandhata was in military training now, but they were able to ex- 



change fiery glances. This morning, when she might go to market, 
she arranged her sheerest sari with a jeweled belt, oiled her hair 
until it shone night-black, and wove jasmine into it like stars. 

Sitting on the silk carpet, she had just finished painting the beauty 
mark on her forehead when she sensed his footfalls. 

Bashfulness flooded her. She drew the edge of the sari across 
her face. 

Mandhata knelt lithely beside her and gazed at her with such se- 
rious concern that she let the sari hem fall and said, “My lord, my 
future lord, you are so bold! In the daytime like this, anybody might 
walk in on us.” 

Slowly, Mandhata extended his hand to here. For the first time, 
they touched. His hand was warm and rough, and excitement 
flowed from him to her. 

“Arjuna’s troops are on the field," he said. “I would be missed, ex- 
cept ^at his driver is addressing us.” 

Understanding came, very cold. “You’ve come to say goodbye." 

He only looked in her eyes, the stricken look of a child seeing a 
tame bird snatched by a hawk, carried far away. He dropped her 
hand and touched her cheek. 

Bindurekha turned her head and kissed his palm. He leaned for- 
ward and crushed her against him, his armor hard through the thin 
fabric of her sari. 

Vertigo. A vision spun in her head: the arrows of Arjuna, of Dury- 
odhana, Incendiary missiles, chariots, their drivers losing control, 
careening toward death. Then, the sharp-edged chakra, whirling 
kill-disc, hurtling toward— 

She gasped. “I can’t bear it. To be a widow before I’ve been your 
wife. My lord — " 

Mandhata released her and settled back on his heels. “Nothing 
will happen. I’ll be back within the week. Our garments will be knot- 
ted together. I promise." 

The vision of the whirling chakra faded, and Bindurekha looked 
around for a cloth to blot her tears. Outside, someone was repeat- 
ing words apparently spoken on the field, a chant; 

Those you slay are not really dead. 

That which seems real is but illusion. 

Therefore do not mourn, but do what you must. 

Only the soul is real. The soul is eternal. 

Mandhata got to his feet, pulled her up to him, embraced her. Pas- 
sion surged up, then despair, as if she were warmed by the sun, then 
plunged into an icy river. He fled, only pausing at the doorway to 
give her an almost frantic look. 

She sank to her knees before the chest of clothes and rubbed off 
the mark of joy on her forehead. Outside, conch-homs blared. She 



opened the chest and took out the sari her grandniotlier had wont, 
Wiite, for mourning. She buried her face in the fabric and wepl. 

T he men had all gone to kill the Turks, 
leaving Benedette cross and bored. As 
a child, she had been compliant, but 
adolescence had made her wish that 
she had been bom male so as not to be locked 
up this way. Sometimes she thought she 

might be tall enough and strong enough to disguise herself as some 
stranger’s squire and run away to adventure. Better to liack up filthy 
infidels than to live like this. But she could not bring herself to cut. 
her beautiful hair and wear ugly, harsh armor. 

Guillaume de Montaigne, her father, had ridden out with her five 
brothers and several of her uncles, to reclaim the Holy Shrines. 
Fearing that Benedette, his only daughter, might be ravished in his 
absence, he had ordered her walled up in a little apartment. 

The stone wall separating her from ^e rest of the household was 
several feet thick; only a barred peephole large enough to admit 
trays of food and take away slop jars communicated with the hall- 
way. The servants brought her meals and supplies for her needle- 
work. An elderly priest came each Sunday to say Mass for her. The 
priest had also offered to read to her in tlie evening, but Benedette 
had haughtily declined this service. Her childhood nurse had tried 
to teach her to read, but she thought the learning in books boring, 
fit only for travelers to learn foreign customs, or monks to praise God. 
She soon wished she had accepted the priest’s offer. 

One afternoon in the seventh month of her imprisonment, 
Benedette heard voices in the hallway outside her prison. She laicl 
down her needlework and stepped up on a stool to see through the 
barred peephole. 

Outside stood two old woman servants escorting a well-grown 
youth. He saluted her with a spirited bow. 

“Milady, I’m your cousin Manville de Troisfleur. Your retainers 
won’t say where my Uncle Guillaume has gone.” 

Benedette gazed at the young man. Family resemblance made 
him seem familiar, although none in her immediate family had such 
dark, expressive eyes. “My father’s gone on Crusade and taken 
everybody with him. Excuse me. I can’t come out to offer hospital- 
ity. I’m a prisoner here. For my own protection.” 

Manville frowned. “I wanted to travel with Uncle Guillaume to 
the Holy Land,” he said, "but I was ipjured in the hunt. Now winter 
has come, and — ” he glanced toward the mountains. 

Benedette ordered ajoint of mutton and salats served to Manville 
on a table outside her walled prison, so that the two could talk as 
they dined. Seated at her own table, she could not see him as they 
conversed. 

As Manville’s stay lengthened, they grew used to the arrangement, 
The two entertained each other with fantasies of other lands and of 
faerie, stories by Marie de France and the Archpoet of Cologne. By 
standing on a stool, Manville was able to gaze down through the 
peephole into Benedette ’s apartments. They would dally for houis, 
when Manville was not practicing with his weapons in the yard. 

When he left each evening, she would admire even the way lie 
walked. She dressed herself exquisitely, and made the servants 
bring berries to stain her lips. 

Spring, then summer ripened, and one day Manville brought her 
a gift — a bluebird in a gilt cage. The cage was just small enough to 
pass through the thick wall into her prison, 

Benedette took the cage and gazed at the tiny creature. Ite eyes 
seemed bright with pain and the maiden burst into tears. “Why, why 
did you bring me this poor little thing?” 

Manville’s face was all chagrin. “I’m sorry. I thought you would 
like him.” His own eyes were black almost with tears. “I only did it 
because I love you." 

Benedette felt a sudden fever in her breast, and then a chill. “Love 



me? Cousin Manville, you know I am betrothed to another.” 

Manville lowered his gaze. “Tnio love soars higher than eaithly 
marriage.” 

She felt unable to breathe. “Impossible,” she murmured, then 
opened the cage and poked her fingere inside until the bird flew 
out. It blundered about, found the peephole, and flew away. 

That night, she could not sleep. When Manville came in the morn- 
ing, looking grief-stricken and worn, she whispered only, “I love 
you too.” Her heart nearly buist to si^e his ex|)ression change to joy. 

That afternoon, she began embroidering a fine white scarf with 
figures of a knight, deer, and a true-love knot . Their days, after that, 
were filled willi bittersweet rapture. Often they would not even 
need to speak. 

One day he came to her prison in a i)!ain traveling surcoat. “I want 
my knighthood.” His voice was barely a wliisper, and he did not 
look down at her in her walled prison. 

Benedette licked her lips, fear welling up in her. Knighthood came 
willi deeds, not dalliance. “Wliy now?” 

She heal'd him push the stool closer to tlie wall. His face appeared 
in the peephole. “I’ve been thinking of this for weeks, but I couldn’t 
tell you. Winter is coming on again. I want to be over t ho mountain 
passes before they're snowbound.” 

Team spnmg to Benedette’s eyes. She moved her own stool closer 
to tlie peephole, took off lier slippom, and stood on it. There was 
nothing to say. She extended both her hands through the bars for 
him to hold. 

“Will you take this, as a token of my pledge?” she said at last. He 
let go of her Iiands. She took the embroidered scarf from her neck 
and passed it through the bare to him. 

“Wann from your bosom,” he said, pressing it to his lips. 

“Weai- it for fortune.” Despair bred strength in Benedette, and she 
raised hereelf on utmost tiptoe, straining toward the bars. Manville 
too pressed forward. 

Ix)ve makes fools, especially of the young. The wall was too tliick, 
the opening too high. Their lips did not meet. Manville took a glove 
from his wallet, kissed it and passed it to her. “I'm going, while I still 
have light,” he said. 

She gripped his hand more tightly. Averting his eyes, ho tore away 
from her with his man’s strength. 

She slipped down ont o the stone floor, clutching the glove. If she 
had been free, would she have dishonored her father with her 
cousin? Would she ha\'e lain in love with Man\ ille? 

Without doubt. Without doubt. 

Outside, a kitchen maid sang: 

The falcon has born my love away. 

She rubbed the hurt on her forearm where the wall had scraped 
it as Manville had wrenched away. She sat on the cold stones, her 
face buried in her fine white veil, t(^o sad even to weep. 

B onnie and Mark were a dove and a 
hawk. When Mark got drafted in 
1967, Bonnie wanted him to go to 
Canada or many her or something so 
he wouldn’t have to go. But he didn’t want to 
get married right then; said they could tie the 

knot when he came back. 

Bonnie went to Antioch and Mark went to Fort. Benning. He sent 
her a picture of himself with his lovebeads and long hair all gone. 
At Christmas, he came home to Akron. 

Bonnie, still a virgin, borrowed a senior’s apartment and deco- 
rated it with candles. She wore a leather fringed vest with a skimpy 
halter top under it and painted a tiny rose on her cheek. On the bed 
she put satin sheets from the Fi'ederick’s of Hollywood catalog. A 
thick stack of Jefferson Airplane and Joan Baez records teetered on 
the hi-fi spindle. Incense burned in an ashtray. 

The incense was to cover the odor of marijuana, a treat for Mark. 
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Mai k anived. They ate the pork chops and mushroom soup casse- 
role. After dinner, they sat sipping vinegary wine from a bottle with 
a dusty French label, sharing a joint. They listened in separate rever- 
ies to “White Rabbit” and “Farewell Angelina." Mark’s head felt so 
waim, so right, resting in her lap, his warm breath sometimes flut- 
tering against the exposed skin of her waist. 

Bonnie ran her fingers over Mark’s crew cut, bemused by the vel- 
vety feel of his stubbly hair. She breathed in his eai’ and threw her 
amis around him. She was not quite sure what to do, but figured he 
would know. 

“No,” said Mark. He took a final drag from the roach and dropped 
it into a chipped saucer. 

“You can’t be serious,” she said, hurt. 

“No, you’re llie one who can’t be serious. You’ll get pregnant. Tliis 
is no world to bring a child into.” 

“This could be the last time,” she said in a small voice. 

“Gee, thanks for that. If it’s the last lime, it’s a bad time.” 

Maybe from the marijuana, Bonnie had a feeling of deja vu. She 
began to ciy. Mark got up and poured her cmot her glass of wine, 
then began rolling another joint. He didn't do it veiy well, she no- 
ticed, and it stalled to fall apart, but they smoked it anyway. She 
threw her legs over his lap, enjoying his warmth but unable to 
speak. The marquana went to her head now, and she saw fireworks, 
brilliant lights, explosions, pin-pricks of light imd pain. She opened 
her eyes. 

“Mark, what’s Tet?” 

“Nam New Year. Wliy?” 

She said noUring, and the fireworks hallucination faded. After a 
while, she decided to try again. “I’m on the pill.” 

He sighed. “So damn transparent. Show me.” 

She got: up and went into the bedroom. Her friend’s pill pack was 
in the dresser, and she flashed it at Mark. 

He looked at her appi-aisingly, then took t he pack out of her hand 
and read the label. “I see you’ve changed your name to — what is 
this? Margot something?” 

She grabbed the pack and threw it against the wall. “It isn’t fair. 
Wliat if you don’t come back? Can’t you at least, leave me a memory?” 
He had always won fights with that look. Dark, deep brown eyes 
with an expression old, yet vulnerable. Without saying anything 
more, he carried hei' to the bed. He brought, her wine and lay down 
beside her. They held each other innocently until morning, and she 
even slept a little. 

After he had eaten the burned pancakes and coffee, they flushed 
the rest of the marijuana down the toilet, and he left. She watched 
him through the window. He did not walk like a soldier, she noticed. 
He walked like an Apache chief. 

Bomiie wadded up the satin sheets. She felt like doing something, 
joining the WACS, or, conversely, throwing heiself in front of police 
cars to protest the war. But she knew she wouldn’t; she was numb 
with despair. She started tlie hi-fi. 

I W7sh 1 7vas a lillle sparww 

And I had 7vings (ojiy away 

I’d Jiy away lo my false-true lover 

And 7vhere he dwells, there ivoidd I stay. 

The wine stains would come out of the sheets, no doubt, but she 
knew she would ne\’er use tliem again. 

B iana’s mother always said, “Follow 
your bliss, my darling. As long as 
your bliss isn’t something crazy.” 
Biana’s mother thought Biana had 
been “crazy” when she signed up for gene-tin- 
ker school, and when she got a luna moth tat- 

tooed on her shoulder blade. “Mom, I’ve just got t o do something 
ci’azy. I want to go out, to the orbital colonies. I have tliis wanderlust.” 
“Wanderlust. That’s because you need a man, and a home. You’ve 



never been in love.” 

That might be true. But it had nothing to do with wanderlust. 
The day Biana left on the shuttle, her mother said, “I suppose now 
you’ll never settle down.” 

“I’m sorry. Mom,” said Biana. She got her citizenship card ready 
for boarding. She really was sorry. But she felt as if she had lived in 
a cage her whole life, and today she had discovered the cage door 
left qjar. 

For sLx Eaith months, Biana did the hard, tricky work that was 
her job in the orbital colony. And then one day she met a man in a 
veggie bar in the medium-gravity sector. 

“What brought a bright young bird like you up here?” he asked. 
She laughed. “Adventure. I’m following my bliss.” 

“Adventure! Hey, that’s my poison, too.” 

They talked, told each other tales of spacers and adventure. She 
felt her spirit flow toward him, felt herself almost reading his mind, 
as if she had known him forever. 

But he was shipping out for basic training, then the Uranian ring 
zone. Sino-Anrerican conflict. I^ocal governments in shambles, trade 
war, really. He was a volunteer, not a mercenary. She had to admire 
him for that, but the war seemed so stupid. The artificially-inflated 
prices in the ring zone were the cause, of course. But American low- 
grav longevity clinics had to be protected. 

“When are you leaving?” Biana asked. 

He grinned sheepishly. “Oh, about a half hour. If I want to get to 
the launch in time.” 

She shnigged. “May I walk you down to the launch area?” 

“Sure. I’m— this is weird, but I feel drawn to you. I can’t explain it.” 
“Maybe I’m a type you like." She looked at him. Young, rangy 
build, snapping brown-black eyes. Moved like an athlete, unusual 
for a spacer. He was definitely a type she liked. In fact, she was dev- 
astated to find he was lea\ing. Could she fall in love with a spacer 
she met in a veggie bar? At first sight? 

The crowded launch dock was high-grav, which made her slightly 
queasy. She closed her eyes and had a momentary vision of a dark 
fragment hurtling tlirough space, directly at her. She opened her 
eyes before the fragment hit. 

“You okay?" He took her arm. 

“Sure. I get nauseated in high gravity. Can I write to you?" 

He scribbled a forwarding address on a card, tlien, to her grati- 
fied surjn’ise, leaned over and kissed her. The kiss lasted awhile, 
and she had to open her eyes to repress her frightening vision. 
“Later,” he whispered. 

The card said his name was Mayon Clark. A too-loud skull radio 
blared in the woman next to her on the dock. 

Free-fall knight, it's dark out there, 

And I’m afmid our time is done. 

Below are only 7vhirling stars, 

Belou) the lonely burning sun. 

Always hated letting go, 

Always knew you were the one. 

Later? 

It was more than love at first sight. Sure, she felt as if she had 
known him forever. But there was also a feeling of triumph, as when 
a child she had gone over and over a lesson and then suddenly un- 
deistood, suddenly learned something. How many ages had it taken 
her to leam? 

And yet, this was only the beginning. All she had learned is that 
she must act. Should she protest the war, tlirow herself into air- 
locks and wreck computers? Should she mn for office? Perhaps she 
should become a journalist or a cleric and advocate nonviolence in 
the press or pulpit. Or she might enlist, go to the front, to see if a 
soldier, a woman soldier, might leam the flaws in humankind that 
caused violence. Then someday she might be a scientist and search 
out a fomuila to immunize the world against war. 

That was her quest. To search for peace, to save life. Not just 
peace in this war. Not just this one knight’s life. 

If it took her three thousand more years, a hundred lifetimes, she 
would spend them to save him, and all soldier-lovers, n 



The great forest was omnipotent, and true love was eternal — 
but unfortunately, Etienne and Marie were neither. 
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O N THE OUTSKIRTS OF THE GREAT FOREST TOULEMONDE, 
less than an hour’s walk from the village of Endroit 
Ordinaire, begin two narrow paths. Now, these paths 
are only two among the countless that enter Toule- 
monde from around its vast perimeter, but these are the two which 
bear directly on our tale, for these are the Paths of Thie Love. 

A boy and a girl on the verge of their adulthood — Etienne and 
Marie by name — chanced upon these paths one morning as they 
danced through the sun-bright fields at Toulemonde’s verge. 



Each had ventured out alone, reveling 
in the early advent of spring, but their 
carefree capering stopped as each 
caught sight of the other. Etienne raised 
his hand in greeting, for their families 
had been friends since their grandfa- 
thers’ grandfathers had first come to 
the village, and Marie smiled back so 
radiantly that even the sun must have 
felt warmed at the sight. 

/‘Will you walk with me, lady?” said 
Etienne, feeling strange emotions 
break the soil of his heart. 

“It would be my honor,” said Marie, 
with a demureness that balanced the 
spring of joy cascading through her. 

The outskirts of the great forest — the 



borders of which, it is said, enclose an 
area greater than the mathematics 
allow — lay only a hatchet’s throw away. 
He gave her his arm, and they strolled 
along comfortably, parallel to the tree 
line, through the warm breezes that 
frolicked like eager puppies. Though 
Etienne and Marie had never been 
close, the ties between their families 
had allowed each to watch the other 
growing into maturity, and they had 
nurtured secret desires for each other, 
never believing these hopes could be 
fulfilled. As they walked and talked that 
morning, discovering an affinity unsus- 
pected all those years, it seemed as if 
they drifted through the landscape of a 
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drean^, where the flowers were a tiny bit brighter, the new ginss a 
trifle more fragrant, and the birdsongs a touch more joyous than in 
the world they normally inhabited. 

With their shadows almost directly underfoot, Etienne and Marie 
realized that they had wandered close to the shade of Toulemondo's 
outermost ranks of hawthorns. Marie shivered and gripped 



be attained by different points of ent ry at different moments in time. 

However that may be, this spring morning the boy and girl from 
the village of Endroit Ordinaire wore invited into the forest Toule- 
monde via separate but intertwined paths, and there embarked 
upon the strangest journey of t heir lives. 

The villagers would never hear from them again. 



The boy and girl from the village embarked upon 
of their lives. The villagers would never hear from 



Etienne’s arm more tightly. “We’re close enough to the forest to 
touch it,” she said. 

Etienne could tell she wjis uneasy, and he realized that she was 
asking him to protect her. It is said that those who enter the fore.st 
Toulemondc are never heard from again, though no villager in the 
memo^ of the region’s eldest citizens had dared test that saying's 
truth. Etienne, thinking on tliis, was uneasy enough for botlt of them, 
and he let a bit of his own fear show. “Listen for a minute,” he said. 

They stopped walking and listened, Mario clinging to Etienne’s 
arm with more desperation than her feai' actually demanded. She 
was frightened, but in a way that stirred her inside more than 
alarmed her. It is said that when Toulemonde exhales, if the winds 
are just right, one can hear the keening voices of the lost souls who 
wander through tlie forest’s peipetual twilight. As to why tiie voices 
keen so, the legends are unclear — though most tellers offer the suf- 
fering of the damned as the prefeired expUmation. 

But Et ienne and Marie heard no agonized wails as they cocked 
their heads toward the forest Toulemonde that spring morning. 
Wliat they heard was the clear, crystalline sound of a whisper. 

Like a cascading brook the whisper came to them, each syllabic 
as cold and sharp as floating ice. And like the voice the sea some- 
times assumes to lure young sailors to its breast, this whisper called 
to the girl and boy, called them into Toulemondc. 

Maine’s grip dropped from Etienne’s ann. Their two linked hearts, 
so newly come together, began to drift in separate directions. They 
approached the forest, footsteps falling in unison, but paths begin- 
ning to diverge. 

For each heard the same voice whispering, but that voice spoke 
different words to each. 

T WO OPENINGS APPEARED IN THE DENSE WALL OE 
hawthorn that protected the forest Toulemonde. 
These spaces, just wide enough to admit aperson 
of average girth, had not been visible to Etienne 
and Marie before, but they could not tell whether 
it was the angle of viewing which had rendered 
the openings invisible or if the thorny branches 
had actually moved apart.. Fear had vanished in 
their minds, chased away by the reassurance of the small voice, and 
their only thoughts were that some great adventure lay just within 
the borders of the forest. Concerns of liome and family flew away 
like sparks thrown off by a bonfire. 

Marie paused before her entryway, lifted her hand in a gesture moie 
of camaraderie than farewell. A dozen rods away, Etienne returned 
her gesture with a quizzical smile. Then tliey ent ered Toulemonde, a- 
part, yet affixed in tlie moment like two gems sharing one gold setting. 
They had embarked upon the Paths of True Love. 

It is not known whether or not these paths have always impinged 
upon the outside world at these same points on the forest’s perime- 
ter. Tlie legends concerning Toulemonde shed no light on tlie subject, 
for the maivelous power of these two pathways is known only to 
those who have trodden them. It may be that, as the network of trails 
through Toulemonde is said to rearrange itself as constantly as a 
bed of restless snakes, these two most preeminent of all paths may 



Etienne and Marie were led deep into the forest by the mysteri- 
ous whisper. Within the firet quailer-hour, the cmiojiy of Icai'es and 
branches overhead had woven itself so thickly that only dim sun- 
light could filter to the forest, floor. The forbidding screen of 
hawthorn trees which defended Toulemonde, and which seemed 
to close behind them as they walked, soon gave way to a dense 
jumble of laurelwood, ash, hemlock, yellow birch, hickory, black 
cheny, sugar maple, buckeye, beech, red oak, basswood, white elm, 
and magnolia. .Jays, robins, blue tits, and spotted woodpeckers 
chased from tree to tree, filling t he strangely echolcss air with their 
music. Wood anemones sprouted from fallen trees, mushrooms 
swelled underfoot, and the entire forest floor was caipeted in a soft 
mat of decomposing leaves. 

The voice of the forest taught them as they walked. Etienne came 
to know his trail as the Path of Speaking, and the soft voice in- 
structed him in the arts of communicating with both animals and 
plants. By degrees he learned to mimic the growls of the badger, the 
bleating of the roe deer, the titters of the gray squirrel, the trilling 
melodies of the thrush, the hoots of the tawny owl. He became 
skilled at reading the scent trails left by the ant and the wood louse, 
and at rearranging those trails when it suited the puiposcs of Toule- 
monde. He even learned to inteniret, loosely, the soughings and 
groans of the trees, and the movements of the airbome chemicals 
that seived as their means of communication. 

M arie c-ame to know the narrow tr^vck she 
walked as the Path of Healing. Over time 
she learned the skills which enabled her to 
nuree all fomis of life back to full health. 
She learned the medicinal values of vari- 
ous herbs and leaves and molds, the appli- 
cation of healing muds and poultices. She 
cared for broken wings, paw's st uck with 
thorns, burning fevers, and ailments and afflictions of all kinds. She 
mastered the arts of smoking insect populations out of diseased 
trees, and of guiding areas of the forest ravaged by fire through their 
fimt-growth stages into recoveiy. She even learned to purify water- 
ing holes poisoned by carrion or excess animal witste. 

Neither of them realized, nor would they realize for some years, 
that these two paths, taken in tandem, fonued the Paths of Tnie 
Love. For the lime, it was enough to know' that they had useful w'ork 
to do, that they were needed by Toulemonde. 

Though their tasks led them down differing paths, they were 
rarely separated by any great distance. Their paths, as convoluted 
and obscure as they were, ran roughly parallel. Etienne and Marie 
were often in sight of each other as they traveled, and they were 
nearly ahvays within hailing distance. At times their paths crossed 
or even ran together for a while, but on occasion the paths ran far 
apart, canying tlicm toward urgent mattei’s, and one might not see 
or hear from the other for days. Happily, these times of utter sepa- 
ration were few. 

At times barriers blocked progress on one path or the other. A 
stately fallen oak with 500 gnarled branches, a swift., deep stream 
with treacherous embankments, a thick stand of wild roses alive 
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with bees — any of these might present an obstacle around which no 
alternate route could be found. Almost invariably when these hin- 
drances appeared, there was important work to be completed 
ahead — but just as invariably, it seemed that the other pereon’s path 
would lead him or her to the opposite side of the barrier, where he 
or she would be in a position to guide the other through, or to 

the strangest journey 
them again. 

defuse whatever threat barred the way. Etienne, for instance, might 
be able to de\ise a dance which would lure a swaiTn of bees out of 
Marie’s path, or she might be able to detoxify a stand of poison oak 
through which Etienne was required to pass. 

A S NIGHT DESCENDED IN TOin.EMONDE, STRANGE, 
greenish fireflies emerged in such numbers 
that by midnight their bioluminescence rivaled 
the filtered sunlight of high noon, producing 
the glow that outsiders ascribe to the contor- 
tions of tortured souls. Etienne and Marie 
found that their paths often brought them to- 
gether by night, and they would bed close to- 
gether on these occasions, in the hollows between the roots of 
trees, on fragrant cushions of leaves, lulled to sleep by the insect or- 
chestras and the gentle green light of the fireflies. 

As autumn fell behind them, their paths led them more and more 
often to the sheltering caves scattered about Toulemonde, and when 
the snows drifted high between the tmnks of the bare trees — and 
once Etienne had communicated their need to the family of brown 
bears Inhabiting it — the most secure of these caves became their 
winter base of operations. From here, neai- the center of the great for- 
est, Etienne and Maiie were summoned in every direction by Toule- 
monde's crystalline voice, often for days at a time, leading hungiy 
animals to sources of food, curing cases of exposure, and defending 
the homes of hibernating creatures from the elements. They dressed 
in the hides of animals too weak to siuvive the winter snows. 

It was a busy time. Nights spent together in the warm central cave 
were rare. 

But soon the snows melted and the leaves returned, and Etienne 
and Marie set off down their paths once more. After the long win- 
ter of isolation, however, they felt a strange longing during their 
times apart, and their times together seemed far too infrequent and 
unsatisfactory. Even the fulfillment their work provided paled next 
to the loneliness and yearning they felt. \Vlicn late one moming at 
the height of spring their paths brought them to opposite sides of a 
natural cathedral in the heart of Toulemonde, neither Marie nor Eti- 
enne could repress the joy of their reunion. They nished together 
in the center of the huge clearing, embracing and swinging each 
other about in the single shaft of light which fell from the canopy 
of leaves a hundred feet overhead. 

Then the voice of Toulemonde spoke to them together, for the 
first, and only lime, and they sank to t heir knees and were married 
in the forest's great cathedral. The thiushes sang a wedding reces- 
sional as the ncwly^veds deijarted the clearing. 

And that evening, in a bower cari)elcd with soft leaves and moss, 
their union was consummated, as fireflies danced and magnolia 
blossoms fell about them. 

In the wan light of morning, however, they were grieved to dis- 
cover that their paths continued to lead them in separate directions. 
“The care of Toulemonde is still our raison d’etre,” said Etienne, in- 
dicating with a shrug of his eyebrows that he was tiying desper- 
ately to find comfort in this thought. 

“Yes,” said Marie, nodding though her heart and arms still ached 



for her husband, for the strangeness of their new love. “Our work 
will fill tlie hours we are apart. And we have the voice of Toule- 
mondc always with us. Certainly that will provide comfort.” 

“Certainly,” said Etienne, though the argument only half-con- 
vinced his mind, and convinced his heart not at all. 

Then the icy, trickling whisper spoke to them again, urging them 
onto their paths. 

Etienne and his new wife moved to opposite edges of the mag- 
nolia bower. “We'll meet again this evening,” he said, hesitating be- 
tween the trees. “Or the next. No, wait. I’m certain that we’ll meet 
before the sun sets again.” 

“Of course we will,” said Marie. “Toulemonde demands much of 
us, but certainly it would not keep us apart more than a day at a time 
now that it has brought us together.. .like this.” She blushed. 

Then the boy and girl rushed together into a fierce embrace. They 
separated reluctantly. The voice was calling them on, fading, and 
they humed to their own paths, fearful that the whispering guide 
might desert them. 

“Tonight,” Etienne whispered to himself over and again, as if it 
were a litany. “We’ll be together again tonight." 

But when night fell after long hours of chores into which he had 
only half-heartedly thrown himself, Marie was nowhere to be found, 
lie searched in a wide circle about his campsite, queiying the birds 
and the squirrels and what diurnal insects were still about, but could 
discover no news of her. Etienne slept restlessly and had even less 
energy for his tasks in the morning than he had the previous day. 

T hree days passed before they found each 

other again. Their passion seemed nearly incan- 
descent as they surged together, perhaps due to 
pheromones Etienne threw off which caused the 
fireflies to intensify their luminescence. Morning 
broke far too soon, and the voice of Toulemonde 
urged Etienne and Maide once more onto their 
separate paths. Their departures were laggardly 
and unentiuisiastic. 

They did not see each other for another week. 

“I cannot countenance another of these separations,” .said 
Etienne, stroking his wife’s hair after the fire of their reunion had 
devoured itself. “It is not proper for Toulemonde to keep us apart 
when our love is so new, our marriage so young.” 

“There must be tasks which require both our talents,” said Marie, 
“that we can carry out together. Perhaps if we plead our case with 
the forest, some sort of accommodation can be made." 

So as night came upon them, they presented their desires to 
Toulemonde. They pled for many hours, and the moming sun found 
them sprawled in their attitudes of supplication, fast asleep. The 
voice of Toulemonde gently woke them, and as they set out on 
their divergent paths, bleary-eyed and sleep-puffed, they realized 
that their paths would mn close together that day. 

They thanked the great forest and hurried along eagerly. Wliile 
they would not actually share chores, as they had hoped, they would 
be close enough to talk and sing t oget her as they moved ( hroiigh the 
forest. This would be almost as nice as traveling the same path! 

But as the day progressed, the amingement became less and less 
satisfactory. Etienne and Marie each realized that haring his or her 
spouse ju.sl out of sight beyond a thick screen of trees with only 
their voices to bind them was more difficult to bear than being ut- 
terly alone. More and more frequently, they found themselves veer- 
ing away from their paths, reeled together by the threads of their 
voices. When they realized what was ha])pening, they would hunt 
madly to regain the paths they had lost, and only in desperation 
would they think to listen for the voice of Toulemonde, whicli 
would lead them back to where they should be. 

'fime and again this occurred, until that evening they staggered 
from opposite directions into the midst of a thick stand of hickory. 
They stared at each other, made as if to speak, fell silent. 

Strain as they might , they could not hear the great forest's whisper. 



Marie rushed to her husband, and they clung to each other like 
alpinists to the face of a cliff. “\Vliat are those noises?” she said, 
eyes darting in every direction. 

“Only the owls rousing themselves for the night,” said Etienne, 
but his voice was tinged with a fear she had not noted since their 
morning at the forest’s edge. 

/ 



The edges of the leaves on the lowest branches of tlie oak trees 
had just turned the barest shade of red when Etienne heard an 
otherworldly shriek rise and fall in the distance, rise and bite and 
fall once more, metal crying out as it chewed upon wood. 

And tlie voice of Toulemonde spoke to Etieime, in a whisper as tiny 
but compelling as the icy prick of a knife in the small of the back: 



Etienne heard an otherworldly shriek rise and 
rise and bite once more, metal crying out as it 



"What will we do? How will we know where to go?” Her own 
voice was spiraling into hysteria, and the sound of it only fright- 
ened her more. 

“We’ll stay here for tonight,” he said, trying to sound resolute. “In 
the morning we’ll hunt for t;lie way we should go.” 

“But — ” 

“We’ve spent hundreds of nights in Toulemonde. This is oiu: home. 
We’ll be fine.” 

But neither of them slept well that night. The hoots of the owls, 
the soughing of the wind, even the dancing of the fireflies seemed 
to acquire an ominous edge they had never before possessed. 

Etienne and Marie arose stiff, sore, and fatigued from their fitful 
night’s sleep. Foi' breakfast they went foraging, but the usually plen- 
tiful berries were in short, supply, and the majority of the ones they 
found were hard and shriveled. They ate as many as they could 
stomach, then washed the ineal down with bitter water from a shal- 
low brook. After breakfast Etienne tried to acquire a honeycomb as 
a treat for his wife, but the bees were not soothed by his humming, 
and all he came away with for his troubles were several nasty stings. 

All day they hunted for one path or another, for a familiar sign or 
landmark, for anything that would tell them where they were. They 
listened intently for Toulemonde’s whisper, which never came. 
Evening found them tired, dirty, scraped, bruised, dejected, and 
ready to surrender to despair. Tliat night they huddled miserably in 
the darkness, and scarcely a word passed between them. 

A MONTI I PASSED. ETIENNE AND MARIE I lAI) GROWN 
thin. Their cheekbones protmded like knuck- 
les, and their hair straggled unkempt across 
their faces. Neither one could summon the en- 
ergy t-hey had once possessed, and Marie had 
grown so listless that she could bai'ely forage 
for food. Etienne tried to force her to eat more 
than her share of their meager pickings, but 
each day it wjis more of a struggle just to get her to open her eyes. 
And then one morning Etienne awoke to find her gone. 

Thinking at first that she had merely shuffled off into the woods 
to relieve herself, he waited at their pitiful campsite for close to an 
hoiu', but the more time passed, tlie more fearful he became. He 
canvassed the woods in ever-widening circles, searching for her. 
He questioned the animals mercilessly, discovering to his chagrin 
that he could no longer be ceilain precisely what they were saying 
in response. As the day progressed, his thoughts grew more and 
more confused, until by evening he was convinced she had grown 
so thin that she had simply blown away like powder in the wind. 

lie tossed and turned all night, and when moming came he re- 
newed his search. But it. was a hapluizard, desi)erate seai’ch, and by 
nightfall he still had no clue as to her whereabouts. 

For the rest of that spring and deep into the summer, he reeled 
through Toulemonde like a drunkard, able to find neither his wife, 
the path he sliould travel, the crystalline voice of the forest, nor a 
moment’s peace. He was utterly alone, and the incessant chatter of 
animal voices grew as incomprehensible in those months as the 
song of a brook babbling over a bed of smooth stones. 



“Silence this demon that would devour us.” 

fitienne nearly wept witli gratitude at the sound of that whisper, 
but the urgency behind the comnumd would not brook any weep- 
ing. Etienne hurried off in the direction of the cacophony, and he 
only thouglrt to be afraid when a herd of roe deer swept toward and 
then past him. Dozens of smaller animals followed, and a flock of 
jays exploded past overhead. The eyes of the animals were wild 
and staring, and the flanks of the deer were lathered with sweat. 

Etienne ran as hard as he could, following the rough trail the flee- 
ing animals had carved. The shriek rose again, and his nerves rat- 
tled as horrid chewing and grinding noises ensued. After a moment 
the din subsided to a low growl, only to roar back to full fury a 
moment later, grinding and chewing and tearing and splintering. 

Etienne was close to the source of the noise when he saw the 
large shape rushing toward him. He stopped, planting himself firmly 
in its path. It was a brown bear, fleeing like the rest of the animals. 
Etienne realized instinctively that he would have a better chance of 
frightening away whatever was making the noise if he could calm 
this bear and enlist its help. He held up his hands, palms forward, 
and spoke in his best approximation of the bear-speech which had 
once come so readily to his tongue: “Please. There is nothing to be 
afraid of. Come, and we will rid Toulemonde of this demon that 
would devour it.” 

The huge animal bore down on him, neither slowing nor showing 
the slightest sign of comprehension. 

Etienne tried again. “I beg of you, o great one. Join with me, 
and... and...” 

The bear was almost upon him, and not only was it not stopping, 
but its eyes were rolling in their sockets, its tongue lolled out the 
side of its mouth, and it did not seem to realize that anyone was 
standing in its path. At the last moment Etienne dived into some 
underbrush, then watched in chagrin as the bear pistoned by and 
faded from sight. 

He stood and brushed himself off. The shriek rose again, and it 
was not far off. Etienne felt small and helpless. He knew that if he 
had not fallen out of practice with his language skills, he and the 
bear would be facing the invader side by side. He shrugged. There 
was nothing for it now, nothing but to face the demon alone. He 
hoped one boy would be enough. 

There was sudden silence, then the unmistakable crack! of a 
falling tree. 

A clearing lay up ahead. Etienne approached cautiously, then 
peered from behind a screen of evening primrose at the clearing’s 
edge. A wide, grassy hollow stretched out below him, a picturesque 
brook tripping happily through it, wildflowers bursting like bright 
fireworks wherever he looked. On the far rim of the hollow, how- 
ever, amid the stumps of half a dozen fallen trees, stood a man hold- 
ing a curious device. The man pulled on a long cord attached to the 
device, and the horrendous noise this produced made Etienne 
clamp his hands over his ears. 

The device was vaguely box-shaped, with a long metallic snout 
jutting from one end. The outline of the snout was blurry. A handle 
on the box-shaped part of the device allowed the man, who wore 
what looked like a hard yellow bowl upside do\vn on his head, to 
wield the snout wherever he wished, and as Etienne looked on in 
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honified fascination, the man laid the snout against the tninkofan 
old beech. The grating, grinding noise suddenly enipted, assaulting 
Etienne’s nervous system like fingernails on slate, and tendrils of 
smoke drifted up from the groove fonning in the side of tlie tree. 

Tlie device was, of course, a chain saw. It is said that in Toule- 
monde the flow of time does not always follow a i)redictablo path — 

fall in the distance, 
chewed upon wood. 

sometimes racing ahead like white water, then doubling back on 
itself, or drifting along in lazy, eddying cuives, only to plunge aitd 
shatter vvitli the precipitousness of a silent waterf^all — and of the 
many legends associated with the great forest, this is one of the few 
which contains any substantial amount of trut h. The temporal paths 
within Toulemonde writhe and shift just as surely as do the physi- 
cal paths, and there is no telling if two strangci's meeting by chance 
in the forest will be able to agree on the current year, or even centuiy. 



TIENNE KNEW NOTHING OF THIS. HE KNEW ONLY 
tlrat trees were being hewn down for no appar- 
ent rotison, and it was clear to him that if he al- 
lowed this violence to continue, the whole of 
Toulemonde would someday fall in a similar 
fashion. It was time for him to act. 

He stepped from behind his screen of prim- 
rose and let go a howl so bloodcurdling that it 
could have frightened a stone carving into fliglit. 

Unfortunately, this howl was inaudible above the din of the 
chain saw. 

But then the chain saw stnick a knot in the tree and braked to a 
stop. The man Jerked the cutting edge loose from the tree and set 
the chain saw down, its motor idling, while he squinted at the sun 
and wiped the sweat from under his safety helmet. 

And then he saw the boy standing on the opposite rim of the hollow. 

Etienne began to wave his arms. He meant only to ensure that he 
would be seen, but the man turned pale and began backing into the 
trees. \Vlien the boy started down the slope of the hollow, the man 
began to nin. 

As Etienne loped up to where the chain saw sat idling, he called 
to the man, but it had been so long since he had tried speaking his 
native tongue that the words came out all harsh and jumbled. The 
man did not stop mnning. 

Etienne did not realize how feral he looked. He was dirty and 
smelly, his clothes were lit tle more than colorless rags, and he had 
not shaved in months nor cut his hair in over a year. He picked up 
the chain saw, then nearly dropped it as his hand closed around the 
throttle, inadvertently gunning the motor. He heard a yelp of ten'or 
from deep within the woods. Etienne grinned and squeezed the 
throttle again, this time letting the motor rev high. 

The man was gone. 

“Well done, and thank you,” said the ciystalline whisper of Toule- 
monde, “but you are now needed elsewhere. Follow the bear.” 

Etienne looked around but could see no bear. Then he realized 
that the voice must be referring to the half-mad brown bear whose 
aid he had tried t,o enlist: earlier, He crossed the hollow, reentered 
the trees, and picked up the bear’s trail easily. Shrubbeiy and even 
young trees were trampled in its path, and bits of reddish-brown fur 
clung to branches iind rough bai'k along the way. Etienne nui wiliioul 
tiring, buoyed by Toulomonde’s renewed faith in him. He was anxious 
to know what new and impoitant task lay ahead. Did the frightened 
forest animals need c-alming down? Ditl they neetl a sure hand to 
lead them safely back to their burrows and dens? Had the bear per- 
haps fallen among them and hurt, them, or had it injured itself in its 



mad flight? No, that would have been a task delegated to his wife... 

His wife... His heart seemed to stop. He ran as hard as he could, 
sickly sure of what, he would find. 



E DISCOVERED MARIE I lALF A MILE ON. SHE HAD 
been tending to a deer injured in the animals’ 
flight. The deer was now dead, its ribs and tho- 
racic cavity apparently cnished in the bear’s 
passage. Etienne dropped the chain saw, 
which he had not realized he was still carrying, 
and fell to his knees beside his wife. 

She was covered with blood. He could not 
tell how much of it was her own and how much the deer’s. Her 
femur was broken, sticking out through her leg, and blood still 
pulsed listlessly from a sevei ed artery. She had managed to tie a 
tourniquet, ripped from her own blouse, around her thigh, but had 
not been al)le to twist, it. lightly enough to shut off tire flow of blood. 
The side of her face was bruised a livid piiiple. Her jaw was dislo- 
cated, and it looked as if her ann might be broken as well. A series of 
shallow claw marks on her slioulder had already stopped bleeding. 

He could have st opped the bear. If he hadn’t abandoned his path, 
fallen from grace, he could have stopped the bear. . . . 

Her eyes fluttered open. She smiled wanly with the side of her 
face that wiisn’t swollen and bmised. “Oo... fun... nee...,” she said, 
barely able to form the words. 

Etienne wiped his eyes and put his ear close to her mouth. “Wliat?” 
he said, unable to control the quiver in his voice. 

“You... found... me,” she said, and closed her eyes. 

“No,” he cried. “No! Wake up!” He pounded his fist in the dirt. 
“Wake up!” 

Her eyes opened again. “Sony," she said. “Very. ..tired.” 

“Where have you been?” he said. “Where did you go? What 
happened?” 

“Shh,” she said. “Left. Sick. ..inside. Had to...find...path again." 
Her breathing w{is rapid and shallow. “Gel stick,” she said urgently. 
“Need... tighten...” She waved feebly toward her leg. 

Etienne found a sturdy piece of branch as thick as his thumb, slid 
it under the makeshift tourniquet on her leg, and began to twist. 
The cloth bit deeply into her leg, but the bleeding stopped. Then, 
under her direction, he reset the bone, splinted the leg securely with 
long branches and strips from his shirt, made a sling for her ann, 
gatirered herbs and roots to mix into a healing poultice for her other 
wounds, and washed out his shoe in a nearby stream, filling it with 
water for her to drink. 

“What more can I do?” he asked anxiously when these exertions 
were complete. 

“Nothing,” she said. “I will. ..heal. ..well. Thanks. ..to you. I. ..be 
fine. But now... must heal... you.” 

Etienne almost laughed. “Me? I’m fine. I — ” 

Marie reached out with her good ann and touched him over the 
heart. “Here." 

Etienne felt suddenly hollow, and he wanted very much to cry, to 
fill that void inside him with tears. “You can — you can do that?” 
She shook her head. “No. You. I can only... tell where... start." 
“Where?” The tears were burning inside him, but they would not 
come out. 

She i)ointed to the trees, where a trail had opened up that Etienne 
was certain had not been there earlier. “Your. . .path. Go.” Wlien he 
hesitated, she added, ‘Til. ..I’ll. ..fine.” Her good hand danced with 
finstration at her difficulty in speaidng. “You. . .go.” 

“If I go, will I sec you again?” he said, still not willing to leave. 
“Of couree,” she answered. “You’re. . .my.. .husband.” 

He kissed her swollen lips, and as he walked away into the trees, 
he heard her say, “Knew... you would... find me.” 

Then he was finally able to ciy. 

As far as this chronicler knows, the man Etienne and Iris wife 
Marie are still walking their separate but intertwined paths through 
the forest Toulemonde today, fully healed, and happy. □ 






In the cyber engineered future, 
people will be hotwired to be stronger, 
faster and smarter — 
but revenge will taste as sweet as ever. 

Spice on 
Hoti&eel 

BY DANA WILLIAM PAXSON 
Illustration by Janet Aulisio 

Do you want the tmth from me? 

There is no joy but in disease, 

Nor truth except in tragedies, 

Nor coward like a knightly man, 

Nor honible sound like melody, 

Nor wisdom but from those in love. 

— Frangois Villon, Ballad of Countertniths 



7 ’m sitting in Z ii, I, bang’s Light Restau- 
rant, an arched stone room 30 feet 
square and a mile underground, pick- 
ing at the scales on the back of my left 
hand. I’m looking for a killer. Shouting and 
singing in the understreet outside bang words 
and drums and bells together as another band 



goes by. Grease from my sandwich drips down 
the side of my left index finger. When the docs 

reassembled me, they had to replace some missing flesh, so I asked 
them for lizard in gunmetal blue. I like variety. Every so often it 
itches and a few scales flake off. Maybe, I think, it’ll all flake off 
someday and I won’t be anything undcnieath. At least it isn’t my prick. 

The soft heavy whoosh of the constructors across the way rises 
again as they chew the native stone like putty and spew it out. into 
the start of a fast-hardening concrete colonnade. I watch and feel 
their waves of heat and vapor wash over me. Abrupt silence, then 
shouts. The operat ors scramble from their cabs and mn to the front 
of one machine, to begin prying something free. Then one of them 
turns and runs past me into the restaurant. She yells to the coun- 
terman, “We hit a pocket. There’s bodies in there. Call the blues.” 

Bodies. I get up and follow her back to the machines. There’s 
nothing special about finding bodies down here, so Tm curious 
about the fuss. Others are gathering where the two operator are 
now freeing the constinctor nozzles from the material they pene- 
trated and got stuck in: flesh. The bodies are bloated and look half- 
eaten. The unique burning shitrot smell of death rises in the 
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FM HERE TRACKING SOMETHING 
that loves to eat folks alive, 
tracking her just so a killer can 
nail her and I can get paid... 
a creature called Halaskani. 



steaming heat. Both operatoi-s ai'e retching and covering tlieir faces. 
There are some rags of doth and chunks of carapace armor left on 
tlie bones. There seem to be five or six bodies, dead about a month. 
These remmns were special semce police; I see the insignia on a 
chewed belt. This is going to bring down major trouble. 

“The Lady!” I hear next to me. A bone-and-wire man with neai‘ 
dead-white paper skin is staring at the bodies, unaware of anyone 
near liim. “That’s her work. How can this be? They blasted her to 
bits a year ago.” He glances at me and slips away just before his 
words register. I’m looking for a lady, or something pretending to 
be one. I look up and down the imdcrstrect for him, but he’s gone. 
I go back to Zillbang’s and sit. 

No appetite now. I set the burger down. I’m wiping grease off my 
fingeis when a tall near-insect with long limbs next to me knocks 
the spice jars over onto my pants. “Hey!" I yell. Its belly shell is 
marked with liquid lightnings in a staggered pattern. 

It lixes me with a chameleon eye while it chews a spiny thing with 
legs, maybe a crab. Its buccal palps vibrate. Then it says in a grating 
soprano, “Have some spice. Ought to help that turd you’re eating.” 

It’s can-ying a long-barreled beam gun in a holster, and I'm not. I 
pick up the spice jars and clean myself off with a napkin. The thing 
shrills, “What’s the matter? Ai’c you deaf.^” 

Now its eyes are both aimed at me and it has one handible on its 
gun. Maybe, I think, it’s going to leave my bones here. But then 
there’s a bag over its head, and the gun is in two broken pieces. 
Muffled screeches come from the bag as Zillbang’s bouncer picks it 
up and heaves it into the undeistreet outside. He smiles at me with 
a lai'ge number of pointed teeth, displaying bits of greenburger be- 
tween them. He is as large as the stone pillar next to us. Pinned 
through his big left nostril, he weais an eight-pointed, wa\7-armed 
titanium star, its arms curling to grasp his nasal contours. 

“He shouldn’t have said that about our food. He doesn’t belong 
here.” The bouncer turns his head and spits. 

“You’re right." I finish my burger. It tastes good just now. I get up 
to leave. 

“The spice, that’ll be 25 more.” 

“What? I didn’t...” 

“Twenty-five more, or I’ll go get that bug-eyed thing back in here 
just for you.” 

I pay and leave. The thing the bouncer threw out is still tiying to 
get the bag off its head, and two skinny kids with bright green eyes 
are watching it. One has a long knife and a funny grin. The other 
one’s hands and wrists are stained red-brown. As 1 turn the corner 
I hear a rasping soprano squall. Another food chain. 



HE Man in the cm”s heights gave me this job. 
I’m here tracking something that loves to eat folks 
alive, tracking her just so a killer can nail her and 
I can get paid. The Man tells me she’s a creature 
called Halaskani. It makes no difference to me as 
long as I get the pay he promised me. I just hope 
the blues don’t find her before I do. 

My pay will be a 50-pound steel-and-lead canis- 



ter scaled with polyfluoricene. Inside it I'll 
have ajar full of plutonium dust. When I get 
it I’m going to feed it to the Wolf, just a slow 
trickle in his airrecirculatoi's, and watch him 
slowly rot . As if it’s right now, I feel his nails 
in my back and I stop and turn and jar my 
head against the wall next to me. My name 
is Engel, I recit e to myself in t ime with the 
dnims I hear pulsing again. 

When 1 took the deal, the Man sent me to 
a biotradcr. The trader sat me down behind 
a curtain in a dark cubby, and as I watched 
her, she snaked a long roboneedle in through 
my eye socket. When she was done she 
washed her hands in a black basin, zapped 
the needle clean, and shook her indigo hair free from the net she 
wore. “The seed is hooking to your olfactory system,” she said. 
“Wien it finishes growing in a week or so, it’ll be jumpered to your 
optics. Then you’ll see the smells I tucked in there. Oh, but don’t 
come back looking for more odors. This is a one-time-only job.” 
And she started humming a trancetune. 

So now I read Halaskani’s trail, a hormone trail tliat sings to me 
in scarlet and gold, and I read it like the ants read the way to war. 
Along the way she leaves droppings, too: a ring, a tooth, some 
annor, maybe an iridium coin or two. 

“She has a taste for men, we know,” the Man said to me. His words 
came out as cleanly-siiaced as his white teeth. “She’s killed maybe 
20 or 30. She’ll look like a beautiful woman to you, but she’s a mu- 
tant symbiont, part woman, part cephalopod. She keeps the tenta- 
cles out of sight. Some of the street, people think she’s a 
shape-changer, an alien, but that ’s a fable.” Remembering his words, 
I twist with growing discomfort. Right now, I feel her trail burning 
in my brain and there's no mistake; she was near here an hour ago. 
Glowing on those two bodies are bits of her trace. 

A S I STROLL AWAY FROM ZILLBANG’S, I RUN MY 
fingers over my face and neck very slowly. I’ve 
done this several limes a day since the surgery 
a few months ago. Everything still seems to be 
in the right place. The eyes feel deep. No fat. 
Nose wide and short with healed breaks I can 
barely feel, lips full, chin pointed, thin scar 
lines across my jaw and down my nec'k. Ears a 
little loo pointed, in lizard. I pinch my mouth into a line but I don’t 
feel the skin move. There are faint indentations here and there on 
the cheeks, randomly placed like impact craters buried under dust. 

A jonkanoo band brings music again, wrenching me from rhythm 
to rhythm. There’s no closing time dowm here. Weenies from upcity 
come (lown in herds and packs to gel, dirty and maybe make it home 
again to brag. Whores shuffle their sexes and .songs and imitations. 
Cops and milit ia take their pay and their bribes and liy to slay alive, 
and lice and thieves laugh and suck together. If you get bored vis- 
iting here, you wind your way through all the steel diiigholos in 
these walls, and you turn the world inside out and swallow it. When 
you've had enough, the children with sleepless eyes pick you 
dean, and your bones chatter a few last words as they hit the re- 
cycle bin. Cushioned there by organic debris and machine poisons, 
your parts just might find resurrection in a nether restaurant, as a 
hangover special. 

“Had enough.” That’s the way we say it dovm here when someone 
dies. Until you die, you haven’t had your limit. 

I haven’t had enough yet. I’m home again. This is where I was 
bom 22 years ago and raised; this is where I landed, falling back 
dead out of another life. 

But it’s different now. I recognize nothing. Constructors grind and 
suck the native rock, opening domed spaces and spewing store- 
fronts, kiosks, walls, halls and arches that haixlen instantly as if for- 
e\^er. Decorators scuttle across walls and ceilings, flailing strange 
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‘‘She HAS A TASTE FOR MEN... 
She’s killed maybe 20 or 30. 
She’ll look like a beautiful 
woman but she’s a symbiont, 
part woman, part cephalopod.” 



signs and coloi's and growths. Vans stuffed 
witli goods tiiindle and dump, people swarni 
to buy and sell and steal and bum, and the 
dai\ce never stops. 

So why am I following Halaskani the man- 
killer without a cannon to protect me? I’m 
just a tracker. What’s following me is sup- 
posed to be my protcctoi; if he i-emembei-s. 

He tends to let his appetite for meat get in 
the way of his brains. Start with a 300-pound 
7-foot num. Give him a tiger’s claws and face, 
a predator’s brain, and a twisted sense of 
humor, and you’re close. My job is to lay 
mai-keis for him, sonic keys that locate each 
other and sing for his fuzzy ears, He can’t 
track through the tangle of chemicals down here. But he’s a master 
stalker and a killer. His name is Serreth. 

Around the comer from Zillbang’s I find a 15-foot-square counter- 
lined cubby where knives and guns ai e stacked and racked for sale. 
Fi-om behind the counter along one side, a pudgy, gray-clad couple 
look me over with matched pairs of narrowed eyes. “May 1 help 
you,” the woman says without inflection. 1 finger a cutting weapon 
with a straight tapered blade the length of my foreami. 

“Not bad,” I say. I glance outside looking for large cal feet on the 
stone way. I pick up the cutter and admire it. No one is outside. 
Double-edged, heavy but well-balanced. A ponim’d with real bite- 
nice for close work. 

“Seven hundred, that one,” the wonnm says, coming out, as the 
man reaches under the counter. I stare at him as I put the poniaixi 
back, and he stands up again, hands empty. Uh-oh. I turn my head 
to reach for it again, and he bends down again. Why? 1 raise it up, 
and he’s up again, this time with a gun pointing at me. 

“Don’t,” I start, raising my hands, and then the woman has a dag- 
ger at my back. A shakedown t rap. As her hand reaches in my 
pocket there’s this huge purring sound like a motor, and a bUist of 
energy rakes the air by my head and pounds the far wall of the un- 
derstreet. The dagger clatters to the floor and I turn and the woman 
is there on the floor by her dagger, headless. I whirl and look at the 
man. His surprised expression says, Now I know. He sinks toward 
the floor, and a feline face surfaces from behind him, grinning at 
me and purring. I see the proprietor’s gun in a large paw, the white 
glow fading from its muzzle. Seneth. 

“Excuse me,” he rasps. “I need a snack.” He drags the man’s car- 
cass out and past me. It has a thumb-sized hole in its temple the 
shape of a claw. He finds a doorway in the back of the cubby and 
disappears with his load. I push the woman’s body behind a gunneiy 
display and try to cover the leaked blood with a cabinet. It’ll be at 
least another four hours until the blues get down here to poke 
around, but I need something to do. Crunching sounds come from 
tlte back tis I pretend to admire the armament displays and start to 
shake seriously. It takes me a while to settle down again. 

I jump as I see three militia dress-alikes in blue hardshell looking 
in. Their bad shoes give them away as fakes; I relax and open an- 
other cabinet. One with two perfectly parallel vertical scars through 
his right eye socket says to me, “How much for this?” He holds up 
a long sword with a pair of steel testes in the hills. 

“Seven hundred,” I say. I select a beam gun from the cabinet and 
sight it over his head. His friends are fiunbling for tlieir own weapons. 

“Hands off the iron,” I say, and they listen. The sword is back in 
its place. 

“Six fifty.” He tries t.o bai'gain. 

“Seven hundred," I repeat. 

“OK.” He’s done being courageous. He reaches for a pocket as I 
sight down between him and tlie otlier two, one of whom is now 
having his own pocket picked by a tiny girl in a ragged green smock. 
She closes one eye tight and for a split second I see my little sister 
Jan. I jerk attention back to my buyer. He lays coins on the table 
and spreads them out. Seven hundred. Now it’s time for my shake- 
down. I point the beam gun at the ceiling and press the trigger 



bi'iefly. It roars and chunks of stone mid metal support webbing fall 
around me. 

“Shit!” I say. “I unloaded it last night.” The three are gone with 
the sword. I go get the coins. Seven hundred on the table, about 300 
on the floor where he dropped them. Maybe I’m good at this 
shop business, I think, and then there’s fur at my elbow and a puiT 
in my ear. 

“That’s better,” he says. “Nothing decent for three days, and he 
wasn’t bad. Just a bit tough.” 

“She’s an hour ahead,” I say. 

“Whei’e’s the woman?” he asks. I point at the gunneiy display. He 
goes over and starts to drag her into the back room. 

“Look, don’t you want to keep your appetite..." I start. 

“Shut up,” he spits. I’m glad he won’t snack on me. Just to keep 
things like him honest, the biotrader hung neutrocells off my lymph 
system. They wait for digestive enzymes to open them up, and then 
they spill lethal poison. Another gift from the Mmi who hired me, 
tlie Man who gave me Halaskani’s pheromone spectrum for my 
tracking eye. It ’s all for his iilutonium, 1 remind myself, the real poi- 
son, the poison I need for this job of my own I’ve got to do. 

T ill'] MUSIC THUDS IN THE UNDERSTKEET, HORNS AND 
bells and bass and dnims in all voices, banging off 
the ceiling and shaking up dust. I listen to the 
crunching from the back room again and distract 
myself by selling more weapons. Nobody asks 
questions — that is a breach of etiquette here — and 
my sales techniques acquire a little finesse. Wlren 
Serreth comes out of the back this time he looks 
groggy. Oh, just great. I wanted him alert right now. Feeling vul- 
nerable, I luni my back and dig in a cabinet. T\vo more beam guns. 
I take them out, charge them, and load them in my carapace. He 
sits down behind the counter and raises a haiiy leg to stretch it out. 
His toes Ilex and close, and he’s asleep. 

The music gets louder and a bunch of dancers and i)Iayers come 
by in red and green and dark punile, with flashing lights crawling 
over them like worms. One is foaming from his mouth as he dances, 
thi-owing his limbs in spasm after spasm timed ])crfectly with the 
cyclic collapsing rhythms of the hypnobeat. My cat friend snores. I 
get up as the danceis move on now, carrying the foamer, who has 
become as rigid as a bar of iron. I see some hands cai essing him, 
and I resist a sudden urge to follow. There is a smell of jasmine and 
jegoiy burning in the air, and a tmig of cat piss comes wafting from 
the back room to join it. The hell with Serreth, I think, and I step 
out and look up and down the understreet, now getting dimmer on 
its daily cycle of lighting. 

A mile up above, the sun must be setting. I see fewer people 
now — most have left with the procession — and the noises are 
ebbing away. And there, fresh in front of me singeing my buried 
eye, is her trail only moments old. It is freshest the way the dancers 
went. Was she t here? I turn and kick Serreth’s leg. He doesn’t move, 
but his foot falls from where he propped it, and his head is lolling 
l)ack. He snores again. 



The words drag each other 
out of me. “He killed my family. 
He ripped me. He cut me into 
pieces. I woke up in the hospital 
back here.” 



This is his after-dinner nap. It could last a day or so, and I don’t 
want to cliase her while he’s dopey. I find a chair in a back comer 
and sit down, I see a coin on the floor, a 10-piece, solid osmiridium. 
I pick it up and look closely at it. 

Its metal comes from Arlen’s mines, the world's biggest. \Vlicn I 
was 14, 1 came in grimiing from the undei-street one night, stoned 
and cut up. My father looked at me like I was dirty imderwear jmd 
said, “This city is screwing you up. We’re getting out of here bcl'ore 
it gets to the rest of the kids.” And he and his brothers and my 
mother pooled every scrap of their money and bought a fann on 
the edge of a cliff, a long sUver of land lugh in a range of mountains 
in another life, fed by cascading streams and lakes. I had never felt 
the chill of sun on moimtain water until then. I fell in love with just 
the air. But the rich people own the air, just like everything else up 
on top. And they’re jealous. 

Two years later, Arlen saw it, he liked it, he want ed it. So he mined 
the laird above it and fed the streams with tailings, <md when my fa- 
ther went after him, he never came back. My uncles were afraid of 
him. Wlien his vims raised tumors on their livest ock, they sold him 
their shares without a whimper. 

My mother held out, sending me to college the next year. Three 
weeks after I left, she was gang-raped as she returned to the fann 
one afternoon. Two weeks later a fire trapped her and my brotheis 
and sisters in the house and incinerated them all, They had “had 
enough.” Signs and razor fences leaped up around our land, and 
guards walked it, and mining machines gobbled its heights and 
poured out toxic blue steaming slurry that fell at the boundary to 
mark it like wolf piss. Alien the Wolf. 

No one had told me anything. I returned from the university to 
hear and see and smell what my home and family had become. 
Arlen’s men caught me there as I tried to climb his fence that night, 
and they took me belly down to his baio white room. 1 never saw 
his face; but I remember now his hard hands and emved nails, and 
I remember now the oil in his voice as he ... I slap the thought away. 

I woke up staring at my face floating in a crazeglass hospital tank 
deep in this city and then I had no memoiy, just the words “We put 
all the pails back together." All the parts they could find. One of my 
uncles came to visit. He was wrenching his fingers as if breaking 
them was easier than talking. He told me what had happened to my 
mother and brothers and sistere and he humed away. After that I 
remember testing glai'es and smiles on my reflection while 1 was in 
the tank, but it never changed its ex^pression. 



HERE’S A SHADOW .lUST OUTSIDE THE CUBBY AND 
I’m behind the counter pointing a beamer at it. It 
jerks away slightly into a patch of yellow-green 
light, and it’s a girl in coveralls who says, “Where’s 
Amiie and Joe? I brought them the stuff.” 

Then she sees the red streaks still diying on the 
floor and she drops her bag and stalls to iim, and 
I’m out of the cubby fast, and on her, and I bring 
her down hard. She kicks me and I throttle her, and then I get be- 
hind her and clamp her and say in a ragged whisper, “Shut up or 



you’re dead.” She sags, and I drag her up and 
we walk back to the cubby. Tlien she sees Big 
Cat snoring away, and she passes out. I wait. 

When her eyes open again, I smile. “What 
stuff.’” She shudders and coughs. 

"KPX and Met. They have to have their 
daily shit or they get mean.” She looks over 
at my sleeping friend again. “What’s that?” 
“That’s Serreth.” He stirs a bit as if he has 
heal'd me. His belly is hugely distended under 
the jacket he wears. “He’s just had dinner.” 
“And who are you? And where’s Annie 
and Joe?” 

“Who?” 

“This is their place. Look, just tell me what 
happened so 1 know what to do.” She seems to be stiffening up like 
she’s gathering bits of strength. 

I say, “I walked in here and tlie woman nearly put a knife through 
me. The guy had a gun. My friend there saved me. They’re gone 
now.” I t,iy not to look at Seireth’s gut, and she spots me. 

“Dinner.” She starts to shake as if she’s hiding laughs or sobs. She 
stops suddenly and stares at, me. I’m just watching her hands. “They 
won’t need these now,” she says, imd she reaches low inside her 
coveralls in front ;md pulls out a flat leather pouch. 

“Injectors?” I ask. 

“Here.” She hands the pouch to me and I feel her wannth on it 
as I open it and look at the rows of self-ii\jecting ampules. “I won- 
der what’ll happen when their usual load of junk hits his blood- 
stream.” I’m seeing enough k-pyrotrexatc and metathellin to turn 
mice into monslei's. Oh swell, I think, ^vliat’ll his system do with 
drufjyed meat? 

I tiy to hand back the dnigs but she is ignoring me and sizing up 
Serreth, who is now in that motionless state he hits during sleep. 
She is dark-eyed, with skin mottled pink and brown and long ropes 
of black hair that droop across her shouldei's. Maybe 18 years old. 
She has on a dark blue baggy heavy pullover shirt and loose cover- 
alls the color of clay. Ai'ound her neck is a braided cord with a green 
metal pendant like an eight-pointed star with wavy radial lines. Her 
mouth goes iiji, down, up at the comer and she’s small, and for a 
second I want to put. an ami around her. I wait and study the drugs. 
K-pyrotrexate. He’ll like that. Greatness one di'op at a time, a king 
on each heai'tbeat, a knave in between. But metathellin .... 

She scuffs a bit at the blood, “So. Who are you?” she asks 
the floor. 

“Maybe you know who Halaskani is?” I ask back at her. Her eyes 
widen just a bit. “I’m tracking her for him. It's a job.” She starts 
laughing again. 

“They were crazy.” she says. “Now they’re gone, and what do I 
find? Someone worse. Aw, shit!” and she slams a hand on the 
counter. “WQiat am I gonna do for you?” She’s staring at the floor. I 
don’t know what to say, so I wait. “Do you want the dmgs? Or me, 
maybe?” Now she’s watching my eyes again. 

“I’ve got a job to do.” 

She pauses, then shakes her head with a hopeless grin. Her eyes 
never leave mine. “She’ll take you apail a small piece at a time,” 
she says, “And she’ll have him for dinner. Forget it, I gotta go.” She 
turns to leave, and Serreth lurches up off his chair and slams into 
bot h of us and knocks us down in a heap. He is twitching, his claws 
extended, liis eyes glazed. 

“Fuck off, cat!” I yell, and I drag her away from him. “Leave 
her alone!” He jerks awake. He hauls himself up and flops on the 
chair again. 

“Bad dream,” he rumbles, scratching his blunt nose delicately 
with a long tan claw. And lie puts his foot back up and nods off 
again while she and I get uj) and look more closely at each other. 
She’s about 6 inches shorter thim me, leim and a bit hard. 

A smile flicks past her face while she looks me over. She says, “I’ll 
ask again. Wdio are you?” 

“My name is Engel. I was bom and raised down here. Now I’m just 
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%asiting. It’s not as bad as I remembered, but 
this job is....” I shing. 

“Engel? That’s it?” 

“Engel Luce.” 

“Cal! me Madhvi.” 

“That’s it, huh?” 

“Norani Madhvi Phomar.” 

“Madhvi.” 

“Yeah. My family died. Over on the far side 
of the city.” She waves her arm vaguely. 

“This street is home and I’m a runner now.” 

And now she shmgs and looks at Serreth. 

She liims back to me and says quiel ly, “Look. 

I’ve gotta find a new hook to hang on before 
they sweep this place again. They’ve been 
looking for me, and when they figure out about Annie and Joe, 
they’ll be hunting you too. Aiid I heard about the bodies tliey found. 
I want to go.” I look at Serreth now, and he seems to have slumped 
into an inert mass barely Itreathing. 

I say to her quietly, “Do what you want. He’s gone forabit, maybe 
the metathellin took. ..But can you tell me anything about her be- 
fore you go?” 

She pauses on her second step. “Why should I, lizard man?” And 
Madhvi bares a grin like steel, and as I start to answer she is gone 
into a swirl of humans and arthropods (hat materializes and van- 
ishes again into the haze and noise like a gust of wind. Damn. I look 
out and see no sign of her, Music and beast-sounds from far down 
the understreet approach my place. Looking across the way I see a 
food cubby open and I realize my stomach is a vacuum again. I de- 
cide to let SeiTeth do whatever he is going to do— he will anyway— 
and 1 cross over to get a bite to eat. I wish she’d come back. 




IIALFDROID IS SITTING ON A STOOL TURNING A 
mound of chopped tubers on a grill and it 
glances at me and says, “Neshkilis femem essen 
sii,” and goes back to spasms of meditation on 
the task at hand. It is using a long fork attached 
to its metal wrist. Its eyes look compomid, bred 
from bugs. I pul! out coins and select two. In 
■ one fast movement it slaps a heap of spiced 
grilled orange Lubeis on a fiat disk for me and snatches (he coins im- 
mediately, turning its back. I sniff the stuff. It smells very good. This 
is what I’ve liked about this place ever since I left the hospital: eat- 
ing on the street. This feels like home. I fi<\sh on my two little broth- 
ers jumping u]) and dowm beside me yelling, “Me! Me!” 1 fee! a chill. 

“Where’s my change?” I call out, just to see what I can get. The 
halfdroid ignores me. I ask again. Same result. Gobbling my snack, 
I look up and down (he understreet and start scanning her (rail. / 
really don’l want to do this right now, I think, she’s too close; but 
I move out and on the way. Sen-eth hasi\’t let me down, not yet. 

The trail leads to a door into a vertical shaft, and I pause. This is 
going to be hard. There arc hundreds of these shafts. They are the 
old airways and emergency staimays and cessj)its of the City. In my 
mind I see the emptiness 20 feet across and miles deep, surrounded 
by an endless spiral staircase coaled with wet rot. No handrail, just 
a landing at each level, at 50-foot vertical inteiwals. By the door to 
the shaft landing, I drop a marker for SeiTeth that looks like a small 
rough stone. The door is open a crack and leaks a smell that makes 
a shit-lined hole from my nose to my brain. 

Now I hear a scrabbling and a bunch of rats come pelting out 
through the doorway, scattering through the corridor to dis- 
appear. As music pulses louder again, I ojDen the door wider and 
look into the stinking blackness. Singing enipls behind me in a 
deepcity creole, 

“Dama dama sijanon, dama dama fayerai, 

Dama dama tilason, ‘allashani mashiliya! 

Dama dama sijanon. . .” 



The understreet explodes in a 
furious catastrophe of noise 
and smoke and dust and 
screaming.., and then only 
falling rocks and bits of steel. 



I turn and gape. 'They’re singing to Halaskani, asking for drugs 
and joy, ciying for lost loved ones. Banging, tinkling, jump, jimip, 
and the danceis are all around me chanting with silver and white 
and green masks <md amis and legs and faces gleaming pearl wet, 
and their hands reach out to me as I try to move aside and I see, is 
it Madhvi? reach out and in suiprise I stop and they pull me in 
among their sweat and dust and sweet reek and thump thump 
singing, and then I think No! and plant feet and grab a dancer wear- 
ing a white dog mask with blue lips and mirror teeth and shove him 
into the others and dive away and in t hrough the dark slick door- 
way. I drag the hea\y door as I go by, to slam behind me. Now the 
stench smotliers the afterglow in my eyes. 



r OU WANT PLUTONIUM?” THE MAN HAD SAID THIS TO 
me from the brown shadows behind his desk in the 
City's cool dim heights. He described Halaskani. “I 
want you to find her for Serreth to kill. You 
can bring me her head when he’s done. A deal?” 

“A deal,” I had said, fresh from the hospital. “I’ll 
find her for you. Who’s Sen'eth?” That was when I 
had first heard the bass note purring in my ear. Now 
as I get to my feet in the pitch darkness I want him there with me. 
But he’s off asleep and I hear a soft near hiss of breathing that isn’t 
mine. I reach back to feel in my carapace for the beam gun, and 
ease it slowly out. I feel for a wall and find a small hand. 

I spin and put the beamer up. “It’s me," says a soft voice. Madhvi. 
The music has faded. She uncovers a chemical minitorch to show 
her face lit green and looking old. Occasional drips and trickle 
sounds come from the shaft stair landing 10 feet from us as 1 
study her. 

“You’re really going to tiy to kill her, aren’t you?” 

“What is she to you?” I ask her at last. “Do you call her the Lady?” 

“ Wliat is she to you?” she parries. “You don’t know anything about 
her and you’re trying to kill her.” 

“You a friend of hers?” And I remember the eight-pointed wavy 
star she wears. 

“No,” she mutters, “Friends are expensive — I don’t have those." 

“Then why are you here with me? You know she’s dangerous, 
shit, you know her. Wliy don’t you just tell me what you know. I 
need every chance I can get.” I stop and then burst out, “Or else get 
out of here.” And I want to bite the words off before I say them, but 
I’m too late. Now I see thin lines hardening on her face in that dim 
green light. 

She says, “I won’t stay in here and talk. Come on, come with me." 
I look around and listen. Nothing. No blazes in my head. But then 1 
sense a jagged trickle somewhere near me in orange and cumin in 
my skull and I spin around and there’s nothing again. The line 
writhes in my brain and I gasp. “What?” she asks. 

“Sony,” I say as I lower my gun. “She’s somewhere around here, 
or she was. I can see things you can’t." Then site takes my hand. Her 
fingers ai e small and warm, and for a long silent moment I think of 
the cesspit shaft yawning a few steps away. “All right,” I say. She 
leads me back to the door and we listen. Boots, boots, boots, and 
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The woman’s smile fades just 
before her head disappears in a 
blast of white-violet light. 

I feel the concussion backwave 
lift me and fling me.... 



then a litt le past the doorway, we hear them come to a stop. 

A voice says, “I’ll never come down here again without 20 guys, 
Yesterday they were selling guns and stripping weenies, now there’s 
nothing there but blood and piss. Wliat does she look like?" 

And another voice says, “Coveralls, mottled, dark hair, carrying 
a long....’’ The boots and voices shuffle and fade. We wait a few 
breaths until Madhvi opens the door a crack and eases into its re- 
cessed entiyway to peer up and down the uncierstreet. Across the 
way is a dark cubby with bars hanging at an angle and debris in its 
entiy She points, I nod, and we cross quickly to look in. It’s a 
trashed store with holes in tlie walls and a rear doonvay locked and 
barred. We move t o a reai' counter and hunker down behind it on 
the floor among bits of stone and plaster and chitin. 

“She’s been good to me,” Madhvi says softly. “I don’t want her to 
be hurt. Her people fed me when the soldieis got done with me and 
dumped me here.” Madhvi is sitting like a statue. Her dark eyes 
shine big in the gloom. 

“Her people? What do you mean?” 

“This is her place. It’s her zone. People here believe in her. They 
bring her food and make things for her. She keeps the goons away.” 

I’m having trouble understanding this. “Why? Is she some kind 
of leader?” 

Madhvi makes a face. “No. We don't treat her like that. She’s just 
Allashani the Lady to us. She protects us from them. ” Madhvi 
shoves an obscene gesture at the ceiling. “Who is it wants you to kill 
her?” 

“He’s just the Man to me. He adveitised for this job. I wanted spe- 
cial pay, so I went to him and got it. No questions asked. He says 
she’s half-octopus and she eats guys." 

Madhvi nods her head and smiles a little. “Yeali. But they’re tlie 
right guys. Wliat is he paying you?” 1 look down and don’t answer. 
She comes closer and bends and looks up at me. “Wliat are you get- 
ting?” I turn my head away. She straightens and sighs. Then sud- 
denly slie puts her face riglit in front of mine. “This is personal, isn’t 
it? She doesn’t matter to you at all one way or the other, does she? 
What did you lose? What did they take from you?” she says harshly. 
Then, softly, “And fill you with?” And then she touches my face, and 
it’s where my mother last touched me when I left, and a black stone 
wall in me finally crumbles in surprise and thankfulness and loss, 
and team come running and I start to shake and nothing fits any- 
more in my head. For a long time I can only feel her arms aiound 
me in this dark stale hole of a looted store, and SeiTeth and Ha- 
laskani and the Man and the Wolf are far away. 

At last she says veiy softly, “You’ve been raped.” I nod yes. Si- 
lence hangs like a shadow. 

The words drag each other out of me. “He killed my family. He 
ripjied me. He cut me into pieces. I woke up in the hospital back 
here. Now I want plutonium.” 

“So you want him dead." I nod. Then she asks, “But why her?" I 
shrug, and then she asks the question I can’t answen “And how did 
you get to the hospital?” The sound of boots returns again, echoing 
and stopping just outside. We freeze. 

A bored voice says, “I’m lobbing in a stunner and a choker. If you 
want to skip all that, just stand up and say so.” We stare at each 
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other and I see her tears too. “OK, I’ll give 
you three. One. . ." The understreet explodes 
in a furious catastrophe of noise and smoke 
and dust and screaming. No stunners, no 
chokers. We are flat on the floor behind the 
counter and then the only noises are falling 
rocks and bits of steel. A fine haze of grit 
rolls around the counter where our bodies 
are trembling against each other side by 
side, to cover us in gray. 

I liear a deep rattle of pleasure, a vibrating 
breath that rises and falls slowly. It fades 
away now, rapidly, lost in a rising hubbub of 
distant shouts and mnning feet and an alarm 
hoohoo hoohooing. I look up at the locked 
door behind us. My face is hot. I twist tlie beamer down to a blade- 
width, and cut the hasp from the door; and we pry it open and 
scramble through and push it shut in darkness relieved only by the 
thread of light from the cut I made. Madhvi snaps another minitorch 
and we look around. 

A small trashed room with locked doors on each side and another 
open door in the back. A pile of 4-inch jackbeetle carcasses is by our 
feet and a small pseudomammal is scuttling away ahead of us. 
“Cover the light!” I whisper, and she mutes the torch with her hand. 
We find a clear space against a side wall covered with face symbols 
and sit down together on the floor. As we sit I take her hands and 
kiss her with heat and gratitude, and she grips my arms and I hear 
our breaths echoing while voices ebb and flow outside. 

She finds the metatliellin and we stab a jolt into each other, charg- 
ing our fires. We pull each other down onto rubble and tangle 
deeper into a burning dark city of our own, clothes and equipment 
falling like rotting paper, fingers twining hair and tasting skin, fear 
accelerating desire between death’s tightening jaws, the hot stone 
teeth closing on us as she enfolds me inside her and we take tight 
grip of breasts and asses and struggle insane and silent toward mo- 
mentary sunlight. 



W E UE HALF-NAKED IN FADING WARMTH AND IN 
total darkness. The noise outside is long 
gone. Madhvi slaps her hand on my mouth 
as we hear soft rushing sounds in the back- 
room darkness. We don’t move. I feel for my 
carapace. Nothing. My ruby-red eye wakes 
up and lights my cortex with orange flame. 
Madhvi snaps a torch, and we look through 
the green sea of its light to the back doorway where a woman 
stands, smiling at us in a shimmer of ocean fire 1 see through my two 
eyes contesting with the crimson surging in my head. 

“Allashani!” Madhvi breathes. “They killed you..." 

“No,” the woman says, “I'm not what they think. Just part of me.” 
Her voice is a warm contralto. “Thanks to the power that raises me 
up from a drop of slime.” She laughs with hands outstretched and 
open to us. 

Madhvi jumps to her feet, laughing with delight. She pulls me up 
and we approach the woman slowly in the sea-light across the filthy 
floor. Still smiling, the woman places her hands just under her 
breasts, which seem to twist slightly and tighten by themselves, 
making her nipples glisten. 

Madhvi reaches out to her. The woman extends one upturned 
hand to each of us. In each palm she cups a small pool of fluid that 
glimmers violet. Madhvi nods, dips her finger in one pool, places the 
finger in her mouth, and sucks the fluid in. Fear and suspicion make 
me pause. Serreth is watching, 1 think. He’s been thei'eforme. Why 
not? I reach out and feel the fluid warm and sticky around my fin- 
ger. As I bring my finger to my mouth I stop. Its scent reaches me: 
woman and nutmeg and wine and a bitter thin line of lemon; and my 
deep eye overloads in a flash flood that swells my groin. I see Mad- 
hvi grinning and cocking her head at me. 



SERRETH ABRUPTLY ARCHES HIS 
back as he rolls over on his 
huge side breathing harder and 
harder.,,, he bounces and 
writhes across the floor. 



The woman slowly shifts her gaze from 
Madhvi to me, back and forth, smiling still, 
as I take the fluid’s mild sweetness on my 
tongue. It flows into me, sending burning 
roots of raw desire into my spine. 

The woman’s smile fades just before her 
head disappears in a blast of white-violet 
light that blinds me instantly. I feel the con- 
cussion backwave lift me and fling me, and 
I am gone. 



CAN’T TELL WFIETHER MY EYES /\RE 
open or not. There is pain every- 
where in the dar kness and I gr oan. 

“Engel? Engel?” Madhvi’s voice. I hear her fumbling 
near me and I try to move, but my limbs don’t work. 
Then green light leaps up again and I see a ceiling \vith 
a 10-foot gap in it. Madhvi cradles my head and 1 feel her 
heart slamming my ear. Her hands shake violently I see 
clouds of smoke and dust drifting in air currents around us. We ai'e 
in a comer of the shattered room. In front of us is a moving mound 
blocking our way out; it is Serreth, crouched like a lover over some- 
thing he is eating in large gobbets he tears off and swallows almost 
\vithout chewing, In him is a motor crooning steadily to itself. Mad- 
h\1 clutches me and shivers for a long time, while my hands and 
finger's reawaken. Wetness from her face nins down over me like a 
stream. I take the torch from her hand to look around. Our clothes 
and belongings are heaped in a far comer. 

My voice breaks with clotted dust as 1 stammer to Serreth, “Did 
you save her head?” 

He ignores me. I try again to move my legs but they are useless. 
Feeling them, I bmsh my fingers against an injector and 1 pick it up 
to read in the sea light; deleparine. A local paralytic. I find another 
one, still stuck in Madhvi’s lower back. 

He takes a long time at dinner. Then he looks over at us with a 
huge feline smile edged with blood and slobber, sated <md amused. 

“Where’s the head?" I try again, knowing the answer. He belches 
and gmnts and his smile broadens. His head moves from side to 
side; he is ranging us. Lazily he puts out a claw and dabbles at the 
remains just in front of his crouching face. His eyes close and he 
lowem his head, while his tongue gives one last cleaning flick. He 
nods off We wait. 

“Can you move your legs?” I wMsper to Madhvi. 

“No.” Her voice is flat, toneless. Shock. Using my amis 1 tiy, gasp- 
ing with effort, to drag my body around Serreth. Finally Madhvi be- 
gins to move, jerldng and sobbing. He snaps up awake and with one 
swipe knocks us both back to the comer. My brain is reeling. He 
smiles more broadly this time. 

“Want to go, people?” he says. At last 1 see that I’m getting paid 
right now, but not in plutonium, and I ask myself. So who do you 
think the Man ivorksjbr, Engel? The Man works for the Wolf. The 
Cat works for the Man. They're all in one lovingfamily. And I feel 
a corroded laugh tearing out of my throat. 

Serreth abruptly ai'ches his back. I saw this look once on a cat re- 
arranged by a speeding wheel: the agony of macerated guts. I 
squeeze Madhvi closer, and we watch as he rolls over on his huge 
side breathing harder iuid harder. His back snaps into a bow, con- 
vulsing again and again, and he bounces and writhes across the 
floor away from us to the far wall, where he fetches up in a series 
of frothing spasms. He throws up huge gobs of bitter slime and 
stops moving. 

I guess Halaskani didn’t agree with him. 

Little by little Madlivi stops shaking. “He ate her,” she says. 

“And she killed him,” I answer. We still can’t move our legs. 

“He ale her. He ate her." Madh\1 grabs my shouldei's. “I saw her 
alive again, and he ale her.” She is shoving me back and forth. I fall 
over on the floor. She falls on top of me and starts to cry in long 
spasms. I put my arms around her and stroke her head. There’s no 



head left. How will I get pa id? Her sobs fade away. The torch flick- 
ers out and I lose track of time. 

I T PIXELS AS IF SEVERAL HOURS HAVE PASSED. I CAN MOVE 
my legs. Madhvi is sitting next to me holding a torch, 
waiting. Her face is like stone. I drag myself over to get 
our things. I hear a faint sound near Serreth, a sticky 
susurrus that makes me kindle a torch and listen and 
look closely. Now I can get to my feet. As I stagger to- 
ward Serreth’s body, I spot a large shining patch of 
lumpy wetness. In the sea-green light, the large and 
small pieces of his meal, and the Lady’s uneaten remains, are soft- 
ening, dissolving, moving slowly toward a central gathering point 
like the tissues of a slime mold assembling themselves into a stalk. 
I stare. “What is it?” I say. 

Madhvi wobbles over to me tis I watch this something not woman 
and not octopus remaking itself in the pale sea light. “It’s her,” she 
says. Madhvi is cairying a beam gun. She approaches Setreth and I 
watch her raise the gun with both hands and point it carefully and 
steadily at his ass. She pulls the trigger, and what is left of him evap- 
orates in dazzling light and a shower of hot fragments of glass and 
plastic and bone. Something zings past my ear and caroms off the 
wall. I go over and pick it up still hot. It’s a nanocamera, fresh from 
Serreth’s vaporized head, for the Man to watch the show. It’s still 
working, and I smile into its tiny lens. So, you, you wanted to watch 
me? Was it you that put mein the hospital and had7ne solved like 
a puzzle, so you could have a ringside seat, watch me burn some 
more? I’m shaking, harder and harder, and then Madhvi’s hands are 
on me again and she says, “h’s over.” 

It’s a better lie than any I can find, and maybe it’s got some truth 
in it. I pocket the camera. Later I’ll catch a rat and glue the thing to 
its skull. It’ll give the Man a new point of view for the next show. 

The gathering movement on the floor continues as if nothing had 
happened. A stalk, glistening and quivering, has risen about 2 feet 
from a pool of dark wetness, bulging at. the top like an egg. When 
will she hatch? I want to .see her again. We watch it grow another 
foot higher, swelling and stiffening, while the rhythms of (lancers 
and repair machinery build cross-beats in the imderstreet not far 
away. A new cycle of up-lighl is building. I look at Madhvi, who grins 
with amazement, then at this regenerating thing, then at Madhvi, 
who turns to me and puts her hand in my hair as if to say It’s all 
right. She’s alt right. As I look at Madhvi and touch her face and lis- 
ten to the urgent street, I feel flakes falling away from my skin and 
the air of my breath reaching in across the woman-sweet taste of 
the lady’s Juice. I am alive. As we turn to go out, my eye begins to 
pulse red again, this time to the dancers’ beat; and I smell the smoke 
of spice on hot steel. I hear the Lady’s name, “Allashani, Allashani”; 
the understreets ai’e waiting for me; my knees are bouncing to the 
melody; greenburgers are curing on Zillbang’s grill; and the lost 
faces of my sisters and brotheis ai'e out there among the masks. I 
kiss Madhvi hard, her eyes flash, and she squeezes me. “Come on, 
lizard man,” she says, and then a step al\ead of me she slips out into 
the feme! jumping lights and bells and poundings of the dance. □ 
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Wlien God aid Satai went to wa, 
we were all placed on tlie front lines. 



Bible Sims 
fqrAdms 



No. 46: The Soap Opera 

BY JAMES MORROW 
Illustration by Moebius 



T 

■ HE CURTAIN RISES ON A VAST PILE OF EXCREMENT AND REFUSE. AS 
I dung heaps go, this one is actually rathei' appealing, a hypnotic 
I conglomeration of ash, trash, discarded toys, castoff utensils, egg- 
shells, orange rinds, coffee grounds, fossil feces, and 55-gallon 
dmms, not to mention the refngerator, washing machine, toilet bowl, food 
processor, and VCR, plus the tivo TV sets and the large Whirlpool clothes 
dryer'. Our initial impression is of a huge mound of aspic in which some 
demented chef has suspended characteristic chunks of the 20th century. 

Two wooden poles bracket the dung heap, a high-tension line 
slung between them. In the middle of one pole sits a jerry-rigged 
transfoi'mer, furtively siphoning electricity from the cable and 
feeding it to a long strip-plug swaying above the trash like a pen- 
dxdum. About half the machines are connected to the plug, in- 
cluding the 40-inch Zenith TV, stage left, and the 30-inch Sony 
IW, stage light. 

Enter our hew. Job Baines: ageless, beaixlless, spry. He weais 
an Italian silk suit that cost more than the present production. 

Like a masochistic mountain climb&r, he slowly ascends the east- 
ern slope of the heap. Reaching the summit, he brushes bits of garbage 
from his coat and trousers and speaks directly to the audience. 

JOB. Aiihhh, the old neighborliood — there’s never been a dung 
lieap like it. Do you see the lioliness rising from these eggshells? 

Good. Can you sense the sacrcdness of these orange rinds? Grasp 
the godhead in these coffee grounds? Wonderful. I spent some of 
the most intense moments of my life in tliis place, railing against the 
cosmos, demanding to know the reason for my suffering. (Indi- 
cates clothes dryer and TV sets) Some things have changed, of 
course. Twenty-four centuries ago, we didn’t have major appliances. 

We didn’t have cable. 




He starts down the western face of 
the heap. 

JOB. Pennit me a bit of vanity, will 
you? Wlien my book made the rounds 
in New York, nine major publishers 
bid on it. The Job Baines Stoiy: How 
I Suffered, Suppurated, and Sur- 
vived. My agent and I decided to go 
with St. Maitin’s Press. The name had 
a certain spiritual ring, plus they 

coughed up 3 million dollars. (Wanders toward the Zenith TV) Ran- 
dom House offered as much, but I’d had quite enough randomness 
in my life by then. (Taps on the TV) My agent betrayed me. She 
comes to me and she says, “There’s a movie deal in the works,” then 
she turns ai'ound and sells the thing to television. One Man’s Mis- 
ery, the world’s first soap opera set on the edge of the Arabian 
Desert in the fourth century B.C. Pure trash, but people are eating 
it up. Last season, we \e£t Ryan’s Hope in the dust and nearly blew 
General Hospital off the air. 

He slips a vest-pocket King James Bible/?-o?n his suit and opens 
to the Book of Job. 
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JOB. You all know the concept. (Reads) “There was a man in the 
land of Uz, whose name was Job — and that man was perfect and 
upright, and one that fear ed God, and eschewed evil. And I here were 
born unto him seven sons and tliree daughter. His substance also 
was seven thousand sheep, tmd three thousmul camels, mid five hun- 
dred yoke of oxen, and five hundred sire asses, and a veiy great 
household.” (Closes Biblej An old stoiy, really. Man finds perfect 
life, man loses perfect life, man regains perfect life. 

Unsem by Job, a tademl quill rises from Ike western slope of 
the dung heap. Underneath we spy Franny Fen.slermacher, a mid- 
dle-aged female Pangloss, the sort of woman who’d note the pro- 



tein value of the woim you just consumed with your apple. Beni 
with osteoporosis, wmcked by emphysema, she wea)s grimy over- 
alls, a soiled work .shirt, a mlly apron, and a red kerchief tied 
around her head like a bandage. As she yawns and stretches, we 
gel intimations of her vanished vibrancy and former beauty. 

JOB. Yes, but is our hei'o truly content after tliat? Does he come 
home every day, admire Iris new camels, count his new oxen, soak 
in his hot tub, lake his Mercedes out for a spin? (Plucks a yellow- 
ing newspaperfrom the dung heap) For the first millennium orso; 
yes, he does. But. then, gradually, doubts overiake him. He wonders 
if he’s been exploited. He wonder’s if he should retract his repen- 
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tance. He even wonders if he should ask God to... apologize. 
(Reads) “One hundred seventy die in Miami jetliner crash.” (Turns 
page) “Mudslide buries 95,000 in Lisbon.” (Turns page) “Deai' Abby; 
My fii-st, grandcliild was bora with spina bifida...” (Turns to comics ) 
‘“Wliat’s that lump, Blondie?’ ‘I can no longer hide the (ruth, Dag- 
wood. I’ve got breast ciuicer....’” 

Still unseen by Job, Franny craivls up the slope on hands and 
knees. She gets to within a foot of the Sony 
TV, then collapses, dizzy and exhausted. 

Meanwhile, Job sets down the newspaper 
and lifts his eyes to heaven. 

JOB. Listen, sir, I want the contest to con- 
tinue. I’d like to see you once more — today, 
if you can make it. This is your servant Job 
speaking, and I’m asking, most humbly, for a 
rematch. (Prolmcted pause) Silence. Utter 
quiet. He’s been like that lately. So aloof, so 
distant, so... (Gags on the air) Pfffooo, the 
smell hasn’t changed, has it? A sea of hog 
vomit at low tide. (Recoveis) Still, I’m glad 
I’m not home now. Every day at this time, 
the maids watch One Man’s Misery. The 
damn thing echoes all over the mansion. 

Here, at least. I'm safe... 

Frannyflicks on the Sony. An organ theme bursts forth, the sort 
of nervous chords heard in 1940s radio dramas, but the screen re- 
mains blank. Job is startled by the sound — and e(jually startled 
to see Franny crouching in front of the T\^. 

JOB. Jesus! 

DOCTOR’S ’VOICE. (From the Sony) That’s right, Mis. Barnes, 
Your baby has no brain. You could use his head for a piggy bank, 
were you so inclined... 

MOTHER’S VOICE. (From the Sony) Aie you certain, doctor? 

DOCTOR’S VOICE. (From the Sony) That’s not God’s grace you 
see streaming from his little ear — it’s the light of this candle. 

Mtisic: organ biidge. 

FRANNY. (Resignedly, as she lowers the volume) The Sony has 
sound but no picture. The Zenith has picture but no sound. Between 
the two of them, tliey make a reasonable home entertainment cen- 
ter. (Gestures toward the Zenith) Would you mind? 

JOB. I hate this show. 

FRANNY. Please. 

JOB. It feeds on pain. 

FRANNY. (Coughing) Do a poor sick woman a favor. 

Job Jlicks on the Zenith: mid-shot of Jemima, married daugh- 
ter of the hero of One Man’s Miseiy, dressed in the fash ion of the 
fourth century B.C. She sits at a loom, weaving. As Fmnny raises 
the volume on the Sony, one of Jemmia’s handmaids, Lilia, mshes 
into the shot ayid throws herself on the Jloor. 

JEMIMA: (On television) What is it, Lilia? 

LILIA: (On television) Mistress, a tragedy has occurred. 

JEMIMA: (On television) Speak its name. 

LILIA: (On television) I fear to. 

JEMIMA: (On television) Obey me. 

LILIA: (On television ) There was a camel stampede. 

JEMIAIA: (On television) And? 

LILIA: (On television) M\dyouv rivslbom son. He’s... dead. 

Music: organ bridge. 

NARRATOR. (Voice-over, from the Sony) Will life get even more 
trying for Job and his family? Will Kezia come out of her coma? Will 
the \illage surgeons give Keren-happuch the lower jaw she so fer- 
vently desires? Will our hero continue to trust God? Tune in to- 
morrow for the next inspiring episode of One Man's Misery. 

Job Jlicks off the Zenith. Franny Jlicks off the Sony. 

FRANNY. Damn. Slept tlirougli most of it. I’d better gel a clock radio. 

JOB. Who the hell are you? 

FRANNY. I live here. Franny Fenstermacher. (Assertive) This 
dung is all mine. 

JOB. Squatter’s rights? 



FRANNY. Exactly. (Friendly but cautious) I’d be happy to help 
you find your own heap, but this one’s taken. 

JOB. (Pointing to cable.s) Are you responsible for all these wires 
and things ? 

FRANNY. (Proud) Uli-huh, Ever visit Fensteraiacher’s House and 
Garden Supplies on Central Avenue? I own that too. (Hand sweeps 
across dung heap) I expect I’ll install some plumbing next. 

You know — get the toilet working, maybe 
put in a Jacuzzi. (Struggles to her feel, 
coughing) Assuming I don’t go blind first. 
The diabetes. 

JOB. Oh, dear. 

FRANNY. Not to mention the emj)hysema, 
the osteoporosis, the arthritis... 

JOB. How horrible. 

FRANNY. It’s terrible, but it’s not horrible. 
Horrible’s what hapi)ened to my husband. 
JOB. (Gulps) Oh? 

FRANNY. Lost everything when our local 
S & L went under. The day Bill got the news, 
you know what he did? Walked straight into 
a McConnick reaper. 

JOB. Killed? 

FRANNY. Shredded... 

JOB. I’m sorry. 

FRANNY. Like a CIA document. I can talk about it now, but I 
nearly went mad a the time. 

JOB. Indeed. 

FRANNY. Then there’s my son. You know what a Bradley-Cham- 
bere child is? 

JOB. (Aside) I don’t want to hear about, this. 

FRANNY. A Bradley-Chambers diild suffeis from Bradley-Cham- 
bere syndrome. This means he’s got a cleft palate, too many fingers, 
kidneys pitied with lesions, and a defective heart. He lives in con- 
stant pain. My Bradley-Chambers child is named Andy. 

JOB. Mercy. 

FRANNY, (Points to the Zenith) One of these days. Job Baraes 
is going to get it all back — his possessions, family, health. 

JOB. (Retrieving newspaper) Not as long as the ratings hold up. 

FRANNY. Are you being cynical? 1 don’t like cynics. (Lifts eyes 
to heaven ) Listen, Lord, I want you to know I’m not bitter. You have 
your reasons, (Turns to Job, points skyward) He has his reasons. 

JOB. (Reads) “School bus plunges off ravine.” (Turns page) 
“Bridge of San Luis Rey collapses.” (Stares at Franny) Wish I had 
your faith. 

FRANNY. (Pulls Job’s bookfmm apron pocket) This sustains me. 
The Job Barnes Story: How I Suffered, Suppurated, and Survived. 
It has a happy ending. 

JOB. (reads) “Cholera death toll reaches 15,000 in Iraq." (Turns 
page) “Floods destroy Peruvian \dllage.” 

FRANNY. Sooner or later, God’ll fix everything. He’ll heal my 
child, take away my infirmities, find me a new husband, ,, 

JOB. And by coming here, you thought perhaps you could speed 
up the process? 

FRANNY. (Defensive) Is that so crazy? Isn’t it logical to suppose 
he’s more likely to notice me if I’m camped out on Job’s own dung 
heap? (Taps on book) This all really happened, you know. The Job 
Barnes Story is 100 percent tme. 

JOB. (Nodding) I wrote it. 

FRANNY. (Shocked) Wliat? 

As Franny consults the author photo on the back of the dust 
jacket, her jaw drops in astonishment. 

FRANNY. Good gracious, that’s you! You’re .lob Barnes! (Coughs) 
I feel so asliamed. Here I am, droning on about my problems to the 
man who practically invented suffermg. (Indicating Job's book) 
Says here you lost your herdsmen, your camel drivers, sheep— 

.JOB. My children. 

FRANNY. Oxen, donkeys — and then you got all those awful 
boils. 



Sooner or later, 
God’ll fix every- 
thing. He’ll heal my 
child, take away 
my infirmities, find 
me a new husband... 
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JOB. (Reminiscing) Scraping myself with a potsherd. Scratching 
myself to the bone. 

FRANNY. The pus oozing out of you like sweat. 

JOB. “Curse God and die," Sheila said. 

FRANNY. But then you learned to accept. (Pulls ballpoint pen 
from apmn) You repented in dust and ashes. (Thnists book and 
pen towai-d Job) Hey, do me a favor, Mr. Barnes? 

Job takes book and pen ftvm Franny, autographs the title page. 

JOB. There. (Retinns book) A collector’s item. 

FRANNY. I know what I’m doing here, but 1 don’t know what 
you're doing here. 

JOB. (Matter-of-factly) I want a rematch. I want the debate to 
continue. 

FRANNY. Debate? 

JOB. “Resolved: Job Barnes should never have withdrawn his 
case.” (To heaven) Got that, sir? I’m back on the old dung heap, 
and I’m pissed as ever. (Opens vest-pocket Bible, reads) “God de- 
stroyeth the perfect and the wicked, If the scourge slay suddenly, 
he will laugh at the trial of the innocent.” Now there's a Job I can 
respect, keeping his Creator on the hook. (Flips ahead) “God hath 
broken me asunder. He hath taken me by my neck, and shaken me 
to pieces, He poureth out my gall upon the ground.” That’s the real 
me, bloodied but unbowed. 

FRANNY. (Unimpressed) Okay, but in the end he answered your 
accusations. He dazzled you with the majesty of the universe. 
(Coughs) He awed you, he amazed you... 

JOB. He pulled rank on me. (Reads in Godlike lone) “Where wast 
thou when 1 laid the foundations of the earth?” (Paraphrasing) 
“I'm God, and you’re not” — is that an argument, Franny? (Snaps 
Bible closed) 

FRANNY. What’re you so upset about? He rewarded you hand- 
somely. New family, new house, new herds... 

JOB. Stock options, trust funds, book royalties, TV residuals. 
Bribery, all of it. Hush money. 

FRANNY. (Simck by the idea) Hush 
money... 

JOB. Hush camels, hush donkeys: any- 
thing to keep me from telling the world how 
I really felt. He used me, Franny. He put me 
through hell on a dare, then passed it off as 
an inquiry into the problem of pain. He owes 
me an apology. 

FRANNY. Apology? You’re going to ask 
God for an apology? 

JOB. Yup. 

FRANNY. Tell you one thing — I’m not 
planning to be around for that. 

JOB. (To heaven) Look, God, we needn’t 
begin with the meat of things. A game of 
chess will do — I’ll give you a bishop ad- 
vantage and the first move, (To Franny) He’s not talking. (To 
heaven) Monopoly, sir? Start you out with a hotel on Park Place. 
Dominoes? Backgammon? (Reads from BibleJ “Who laid the cor- 
nerstone thereof?” (Sarcastic) Cornerstone. Earth’s comemtone. 
Okay, fine, but now I want to hear from today’s God. (Reads ) “Hast 
thou given the horse strength? Has thou clothed his neck with thun- 
der?" (To heaven) These old metaphors won’t do, sir. Not in the 
post-Darwinian era. 

FRANNY. Sometimes, standing in the ntidday sun with the heat 
leaping up from these ashes and the flies buzzing in my ears, I can 
feel it, reilly feel it. This is hallowed ground, Mr. Barnes. 

JOB. (Selecting a dung nugget) Shall we take off our shoes? 

FRANNY. He’s near. He’s very near. 

JOB. Have you ever considered the taxonomy of turds? 

FRANNY. What? ( Offended) Certainly not. 

JOB. At the very bottom: dogshit. The lowest of the low — rag 
pickers, bag ladies, and people who hang out on dung heaps. Wien 
you treat somebody like dogshit, your contempt knows no bounds. 
(Tosses the nugget, selects another) Next we have chickenshit. 



Chickenshit allows for a certain humanity. A chickenshit may be a 
disgusting coward, but at least he’s not dogshit. (Tosses the nugget, 
selects another) Bullshit comes after that — blatant and aggressive 
untmths. But at a certain level, of course, we admire our liars, don’t 
we? Bullshitters get elected, chickenshits never. (Tosses the nugget, 
selects another) At the top of the hierarchy, at the summit of the 
heap: horseshit. Horseshit is false too, but it’s not manifestly false. 
Horseshit is subtle. Horseshit is nuanced. Horseshit plays to win. 
Horseshit fools some of the people some of tlie time. Divine justice, 
for example, is horseshit, not bullshit. Indeed, we hold horseshit in 
such esteem that we decline to bestow the epithet on one another. A 
person can be a bullshitter, but only a horse can be a horseshitter. 

FRANNY. What a thoroughly depressing man you are. I wish I’d 
never met you. 

JOB. I'm thinking of writing a second book. Kind of a natoal his- 
toiy of bullshit, Oliver North will get a whole chapter. Know what 
I’m going to call it? 

FRANNY. I’m not the least bit interested. 

JOB. When Good Things Happen to Bad People. 

FRANNY. Shut up. 

JOB. (Points toward heaven) That’s what He wants. He wants 
me to shut up. 

A wheelchair rolls into the scene, bearing a thin, pale, 13-year- 
old boy named Tucker, a conteynpomi'y equivalent of Tiny Tim. In- 
travenous feeding tubes lead from his amis to bottles of nutiients 
set on aluminum poles. Wincing and groaning, he moves the 
wheels with his gloved hands, gradually maneuveiing himself to 
the base of the dung heap. 

FRANNY, Hi, fella. 

Tucker gnints, gasps, and eventually catches his breath. 

FRANNY. You okay? 

TUCKER. (Brightly) Hi, I’m Tucker, and I’ve got AIDS! 

JOB. (Looking around) Where are we — Lourdes? 

FRANNY. (To Tucker) Poor child. Poor, 
poor child. (Admonishing Job) Lourdes was 
once a dung heap too. 

TUCKER. A mislabeled batch of blood, 
and before I knew it — 

FRANNY. You mean you’re — 

TUCKER. A hemophiliac, ma’am. Dad’s 
about ready to kill himself. Mom’s been doin’ 
the talk shows. (Points to the Zenith) Hey, 
does that work? I think she’s on at five. 

FRANNY. We get a picture on the Zenith, 
sound on the Sony, 

TUCKER. Excellent. Ever watch One 
Man’s Miseiy? 

FRANNY. Faithfully. 

JOB. First hemophilia, then AIDS. (To 
heaven) My hat goes off to you. You've out- 
done yourself. 

TUCKER. Did I come to the right dung heap? This the place where 
God appears? 

JOB. Every 25 hundred years or so. Hope you brought your tooth- 
brush. 

FRANNY, You came to exactly the right dung heap. 

TUCKER. Are you sick, ma’am? 

FRANNY. Diabetes. 

TUCKER. My aimt had that. Are your legs gonna rot off? 

FRANNY. I hope not. 

JOB. (Pointing skyward) Don’t give him any ideas. 

TUCKER. (Indicating Job) Is he sick too? 

FRANNY. He’s got hubi'is. 

JOB. Tic-tac-toe, God? Croquet? Clue? 

FRANNY. Don’t listen to anything he says. 

TUCKER. Know what I really hate? 

FRANNY, ^\hat? 

TUCKER. Eggplant. Eggplant and being a virgin. I don’t even 
know what it looks like. 



The way I see it, you 
tortured me to win a 
bet, then proceeded 
to buy my silence. 

I guess Fm feeling 
a bit... 
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FRANNY. Eggplant? 

TUCKER. Screwing. 

FRANNY. (Bewildo'ed) Oh, dear. (Ponders) It looks like dancing. 

TUCKER. Bullshit. 

JOB. Exactly. 

TUCKER. Hey, d’ya suppose there’re any trading cards around here? 

FRANNY (Amiably) I wouldn’t be surprised. (Picks through 
trash) Let’s go hunting. 

Tacke}' slips a stack of trading cards from his shirt pocket, fan- 
ning them out like a bndge hand. 

TUCKER. I’m collectin’ tlie series called Opeintion Deseii Stonn. 
(Consults checklist card) I need “Number 42: Patriot Missile Con- 
trol Center” and “Number 17: General Colin Powell.” 

F}'anny retneves a cardboard rectangle from the heap . 

FRANNY (Reads) "What Pimre Saw Thivugh the Keyhole: Num- 
ber 34 in a Smies of Authentic F)-ench Postcards. ” 

TUCKER. Oooo — gimme. 

Fmnny ha nds Tuckei- the postcard, then resumes her seawk. 

TUCKER. Golly. 

FRANNY. (Finding Desert Storm card ) Hey, here’s one. (Bnngs 
card to Tucke)) Have you got “Number 4: General Norman 
Schwarzkopf? 

TUCKER. (Disappointed) Two of ’em. 

FRANNY. My own little boy collects baseball cards. (Coughs) 
That is, he will collect baseball cards, after he gets well. 

TUCKER. What’s his name? 

FRANNY. Bradley-Chambers. (Shudders) Andy. 

JOB. Ping-pong, God? Tiddlywinks? (To Franny and Tucker) 
Looks like he’s closed up shop. Off visiting the fifth planet of Alpha 
Centauri, dropping brimstone on tl\e natives. 

Suddenly the door of the Whirlpool clothes dryer Jlies open and 
the bairel begiiw to tum funously, spewing socks and undeiwear 
acmss the stage. A calm, soothing, resonant male voice booms out 
of the chamber 

VOICE FROM THE WHIRLPOOL. (Slow, measured pace) Don’t 
be so sure about that... 

Job and Franny jump 3 feet into the air 
and hug each other. 

JOB. Jeez! 

FRANNY. Gracious! 

TUCKER. Wow! 

FRANNY. And the Whirlpool isn’t even 
plugged in. 

The bairel keeps spinning, generating a 
stwng wind that bloivs pieces of refuse off 
the heap and into the audience. 

VOICE FROM THE WHIRLPOOL. “Who is 
this that darkeneth counsel by words with- 
out knowledge?” 

JOB. (Fearful) Er, you d-don’t remember 
me? Your s-servant Job? 

As the Voice continues to speak, we feel as if 
we’re in the presence of a bo^nbastic Santa Claxis or a lame-duck 
Southern senator. The Voice certainly doesn’t seem malign. 

VOICE FROM ^VHIRLPOOL. “Gird up now thy loins like a man.” 
(Beat) Of course I remember you. What’s on your mind, son? 

TUCKER. (Points to Job) He called himself Job. (Turns to 
Ftwiny) Is he really Job? 

Nodding, Franny guides Tuckei' away from Job. 

FRANNY. Uh-huh. Stand over here. I’ll explain later. 

JOB. Are you the right God? The modem God? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. I am that I am. 

TUCKER. (7b Franny) He’s Popeye the Sailor? 

FRANNY Sshhh. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. (Mildly chiding) Come, come, ser- 
vant, I haven’t got all day. 

JOB. I don’t want you to think I intend any disrespect, but . . . may 
I speak freely, sir? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Of course. 



JOB. You owe me an apology. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. A ^vhat? 

JOB. (Wincing, closing his eyes) An apology. 

Job and Franny brace themselves. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. I don’t do apologies. 

JOB. It’s like Llris, sir. The way I see it, you tortured me to win a 
bet, then proceeded to buy my silence. I guess I’m feeling a bit... 
VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Exploited? 

JOB. Exactly. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Used? 

JOB. Right. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Duped? 

JOB. My wife calls me history’s patsy. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Phooey. 

JOB. How’s that? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. I said phooey. History’s patsy? (Sti- 
fles a chuckle) You really tliink the wager ended with you? Let’s not 
be vain, son. The rivalry between God and Satan goes on forever — 
rather like that cmnuny soap opera you all watch. Remember the 
bubonic plague? 

JOB. Who could forget? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. That was my way of testing Samuel 
Schechner, a singularly pious rug merchant living in 14th-century 
London. 

FRANNY. (Confused) Huh? The whole plague? For one Jew? 
VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. The whole plague. For one Jew. 
TUCKER. Gosh. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Then there was polio. Satan and I 
wanted to see if Franklin Delano Roosevelt would curse me to my face. 
FRANNY. (Perturbed) You created polio just for that? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Uh-huh. 

FRANNY. Goodness. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. The 1982 Colombian earthquake? I 
was challenging the faith of Juan Delgado, a prosperous coffee mer- 
chant living in Bogata. As for diabetes and emphysema — yes, 
Franny, they exist for tlie sole and holy pur- 
pose of permitting you to demonstrate your 
devotion to me. 

FRANNY. I’m trying my best. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Finally, of 
course, there’s AIDS. A m^or pestilence, 
sure, but no match for the grit and gumption 
of young Tucker here. 

TUCKER. (Unconvinced) Er, you bet... 
FRANNY. (Coughs) He’s only thirteen. 
TUCKER. Tliirteen and a half. 

JOB. How many of these showdowns have 
tliere been so far? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Enough to 
keep my job interesting. 

FRANNY. (Insistent) How many? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Four thou- 
sand, seven hundred and fifty-eight. 

FRANNY. And the score? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Let me show you. 

The number 4758 suddenly materializes on the Zenith TV, the 
numeral 0 on the Sony. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. God: 4,758. Sahm: zero. 

TUCKER. That old Devil’s a glutton for punishment. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. (Agreeing) He never learns. 
FRANNY. (Apprehensive) And in every case, you restored the 
victim to health, wealth, and happiness? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Maybe not in every case. 

FRANNY. (Indignant, to Dicker) I think he owes all those peo- 
ple an apology. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. What was that, Franny? 

FRANNY. (To clothes dryer) I said ... you owe all those people an 
apology. (Steels herself, closes eyes) Has he incinerated us yet? 
JOB. Not yet. 



The rivalry between 
God and Satan 
goes on forever — 
rather like that 
crummy soap opera 
you all watch. 
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VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. I’ll make you a deal, Franny. I won’t 
tell you how to mn your hardware store, and you won’t tell me how 
to run the univei-se. “\Vhere wast thou when I laid the foundations 
of the eailh? Who laid the cornerstone thereof?” 

JOB. (Contemptuous) Don’t give us your flat-earth theory. (Bran- 
dishing a turd) Don’t give us yoiir geocentric solar- system, your 
pre-Dai-winian biology, or any of that crap. 

FRANNY. That horseshit. 

JOB. Right. We’re way aliead of you on that stuff. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. (Condescending but not vicious) 
Hey, you made some progress recently. 

Great. I’m happy for you. But maybe I’ve 
been busy too. Maybe, a couple thousand 
years ago, maybe I added an afterlife. Fol- 
low what I’m saying? In one comer we have 
you people, klutzing around with your sci- 
ence, and meanwhile here’s the Creator, 
soMng death itself. Don’t come whining to 
me about diabetes and AIDS when I’m dol- 
ing out immoilality, okay? 

JOB. We don’t want justice in heaven. 

FRANNY. We want it on the dung heap. 

TUCKER. He’s not a very nice clothes 
dryer. 

FRANNY. He’s putting us through the 
ringer. 

JOB. (Fully the accuser now ) Does the 
name Naomi Barnes mean anything to you? 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. Who? 

JOB. Naomi Bai-nes. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. (Slightly chagnned) I’ve created so 
many people.... 

JOB. She was one of those seven sons and three daughter's I had 
in the beginning. Chapter l,Verse 19.(Quavering) She had a name. 
She had a face. 

FRANNY. Freckles? 

JOB. No freckles. 

FRANNY. Andy has freckles. 

VOICE FROM VTIIRLPOOL. Ah, so you want to quote scripture, 
eh, bigshot? Let’s move on up to Chapter 42. Suddenly you’ve got 
seven br and new sons and thr-ee brand new daughters, just as good 
as the old ones. Better in fact. “And in all the land were no women 
found so fair as the daughters of Job.” 

FRANNY. He’s never going to apologize, is he? 

JOB. It’s not in his nature. 

Franny sits down on the dung heap, thoroughly discouraged. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. You know what I like about you 
folks? You’re so innocent. And around here innocence gets re- 
warded. Go aliead, name your price. You want a house in tlie country? 

JOB. My herdsmen were innocent too. 

VOICE FROM WTIIRLPOOL. A Lear jet? Superbowl tickets? 

FRANNY. (Rising as she coughs and shakes fist) His shepherds 
were innocent. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. A table at Sai-di’s? A castle in Spain? 

FRANNY. (Coughing) Give this man his self-respect back! Give 
this boy his future back! Give my child a life! 

VOICE FROM WTJIRLPOOL. (Slightly pamnoid) “Where wast 
thou when I laid tlie foundations of the earth?” 

JOB. (Rolling his eyes) Here we go again. 

FRANNY. One-track mind. 

Fmnny hobbles toward the Sony W and slaps a white rag over 
the screen, obscuring the numeral 0. 

JOB. That’s the idea! 

TUCKER. Go for it! 

Rooting around in the junk, Franny draws out a can of red 
paint and an artist’s brush. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL, “Who shut up the sea with doors, 
when it brake forth, as if it had issued out of the womb? Hast thou 
commanded the morning since thy days?” 



Slowly, methodically, Franny changes the 4758 on the Zenith 
screen to 4755, then replaces the 0 on the Sony with a 3. Job and 
Tucker applaud. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. (Funous) “Hast thou entered into 
the springs of the sea? Hast thou seen the door’s of the shadow of 
death? And the hoary frost of heaven: who hath engendered it?” 
The clothes dryer bairel spins madly, generating a fearsome 
tornado that begins teaiing the dung heap apart. 

VOICE FROM WHIRLPOOL. (Raging) “Canst thou bind the 
sweet influences of Pleiades, or loose the bands of Orion? Knowest 
thou the ordinances of heaven? Canst thou 
send lightnings, that they may go, and say 
unto thee, ‘Here we are’?” 

JOB. And now it’s time... 

FRANNY To curse God... 

JOB. And live. 

The lights go out. The stage is dark but 
for the glowing scoreboard. God: 4755. 
Satan: 3. 

JOB. Go to hell, clothes dryer! 

FRANNY. Eat wonns, clothes dryer! 
TUCKER. Your sister’s ugly, clothes dryer! 
The Ihi'ee mortals continue hurling out 
curses, their voices blending in a cacoph- 
ony of rage. 

JOk Go to hell! 

FRANNY. Eat worms! 

TUCKER. Your sister’s ugly! 

JOB. Hell! 

FRANNY. Woi-ms! 

TUCKER, Ugly! 

The storm groivs quiet. The lights come up. Job and Franny are 
nearly nude now, their garments torn off by the wind. Wads of 
trash cling to their flesh. The clothes dryer is still and empty. 
TUCKER. Hey, you guys are naked! 

JOB. “Naked came I out of my mother’s womb...” 

FRANNY. “And naked shall 1 return thither..." 

TUCKER. Will you show me what sex looks like? 

FRANNY. Right now I just want to get out of here. 

TUCKER. Wliere’re we goin’? 

JOB. 1 don’t know. East. We’re looking for something. 

TUCKER. What? 

JOB. Better mqjor appliances. 

TUCKER. Anything else? 

FRANNY. “Number 42: Patriot Missile Control Center.” 

JOB. “Number 17: General Colin Powell." 

FRANNY. I hear Frigidaire has a good product line. 

JOB. I’m told you can’t go wrong with a Maytag. 

Tucker pulls his trading cards from his shirt. Job and Franny 
join hands and together they start to wheel Tucker away. 

TUCKER. (Studying checklist card) How about “Number 51: 
Ready for Takeoff’? 

JOB. We’ll find one. 

TUCKER. And “Number 6: Secretary of Defense Dick Cheney"? 
JOB. Sure, Tucker. 

TUCKER. It’s pretty rare. 

FRANNY. So are you, kid. 

Job, Franny, and Tucker disappear offstage. Their voices drifi 
acwss the inins of the dung heap. 

TUCKER. “Number 23: Mid-Air Refueling”? 

JOB. Of course. 

TUCKER. “Number 35: Bombs Over Baghdad”? 

FRANNY. Naturally. 

TUCKER. “Number 58: Burning Oil Wells"? 

JOB. Right. 

TUCKER. “Number 65: Mission Accomplished"? 

FRANNY Yeah,,. 

Lights fade out. 

Curtain. □ 



...you people, 
klutzing around 
with your science, 
and meanwhile 
here’s the Creator, 
solving death itself. 
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elcome to Neos, Ambassador 
Holcum. I am your aide, Jhosh 
Fuderi.” 

She tried not to stare at the 
small, middle-aged man who 
greeted her with a patently false smile. His deep 
brown face was an intricate web of wrinkles 
under a cloud of wild and wispy white hair, and 
his nearly naked and wiry body was loosely 
draped with exotic swatches of material that 
were a study in contrasting textures and color: a 
briUiant orange mesh vest-like blouse with shoul- 
der pads hovered over shiny, electric blue shorts 
and knee-high scarlet boots, with a yellow cape 
completing the garish ensemble. 




Looking around at the other Neosians at the capital’s airport, she 
realized that he might even have been considered conservatively 
attired. She felt her face bum as she saw just how minimally some 
of the Neosians were covered, and she realized that her simple 
knee-length gray skirt and peach blouse must have been consid- 
ered hopelessly drab and stifling. And the rest of her packed 
wardrobe wasn’t much different. She also noticed that she was very 
carefully not looked at, In fact, as soon as she tried to meet anyone’s 
eyes, they pointedly turned away. There was an almost palpable 
feeling of hostility in the air that confused her. 

Twisting her mouth with the unfamiliar accent she had spent most 
of her trip practicing, she sighed and looked down at Fuderi. “Well, 
Jhosh, if you’re my aide, you might as well call me Christine. Do we 
have to pick up my luggage, or will it be sent on to tlie Earth Embassy?” 



“It was shipped directly over from the 
shuttle landing site.” His forced politeness 
had an edge as he answered abruptly. “But 
before we go to the Capitol Complex, I think 
you should come straight back to the em- 
bassy and change into something less dis- 
tinctive. You are, after all, only the Earth 
ambassador, not a member of the clergy.” 
“But 1 am,” she corrected him. “I am an or- 
dained minister. That’s why I was sent out 
here. Since your world is a theocracy, and 
four ambassadors in a row resigned because 
they couldn’t adjust, a new approach was 
deemed necessary." A theocracy? she asked 
herself, looking around at the overwhelming 
display of darkly tanned flesh under white 
bushes of carefully disorganized hair, She 
wondered what sort of church condoned 
this form of exhibitionism; although she re- 
alized that the surprisingly warm tempera- 
tures inside the otherwise high-tech building 
did add justification for the light clothing. 

Jhosh had been silent for a long moment, 
his face a shifting mass of emotions, but fi- 
nally he bowed his head respectfully and 
spoke in heavily-accented Standard. 

“I beg your pardon, Reverend. I did not 
know." He looked back up. “Will you be wanting to visit one of our 
churches to pray before we go to the embassy?” 

She kept her face neutral as she realized Jhosh was speaking al- 
most dialect-free Earth Standard. To monitor any of her future com- 
munications from behind a facade of ignorance? Over nearly two 
centuries of separation. Standard had diverged to become almost two 
separate languages, and her language coaches had confidently told her 
the Neosians were too arrogant to learn the current Earth dialect. 

To try to curry a little favor, she answered in Neosian dialect: “I 
don’t know enough about your religion — " 

“There is but one God, who may be followed in any number of 
ways.” Jhosh seemed happy to switch back to Neosian, and his rote 
interruption held an air of genial conviction that robbed it of any of- 
fense. “What matters is what is in the mind and heart. Not the build- 



60 




iiig. It is something we have learned since emigrating from Earlh. 
It took yeai's of isolation, but it was a worthwhile lesson. Would 
you like me to make a stop?” 

Christine sensed a test of soils as he waited expectantly for an 
answer. She nodded. 

“Yes. In that case, I’d like that.” 

“Excellent. Follow' me.” He smiled broadly, and then spun to liead 
for the concouree entrance across the crowded room. Relieved tliat 
at least one of the areas of mystoiy in Neos’ culture was beginning 
to clear up, she stalled to follow him, still a little confused by the 
exhibitionism around her. The best she could come up with in lenns 
of an explanation was that the simplicity and deconim reseived for 
the clergy had gradually led to increasing secular flamboyance, in 
order to make the clergy as distinct as possible. 



Then she stopped as she saw a lai'ge overhead video monitor flash 
a picture of a teenage boy’s face. He looked to be around 17 or 18. 
Throughout the cavernous concourse, hundreds of heads bowed 
subtly, eyes closing as mouths moved in silent unison. The room 
was suddenly quiet, and she had no t rouble hearing the annotincer 
repeat himself. 

“. . .again to pray for Robe Zembove’s retimi. As reported eai lier, he 
has been missing since yesterday morning. Peace officers are waiving 
the normal waiting i^eriod for missing persons due to the boy’s ex- 
tremely young menial age. He responds to the name Obby and....” 

The resuming nimble of a myriad of conversations began to drowm 
the words out again, and she realized Jliosh was already ahnost to 
the exit. As she hiuried to catch up with him, she wondered about 
his sudden good humor. The previous ambassador had muttered 
about a jDlanet full of religious fanatics who hated all Earthlings. 

“They should have stayed a lost colony,” Cryerson had com- 
plained w'hen she had intei^dewed Irim. “Anogant holier-than-thou 
snobs who think they’re better than us. Where in Space do they 
think they came from?” 

Hardly the impression Jlrosh was giving her-. If Cryerson’s atti- 
tude was typical, no wonder Jlrosh had been cool tow'ards her. 

Her flamboyairt escort had noticed that she had fallen behind, 
and he stopped to let her catch up. 

“Make way, make way,” he called, his peremptory tone leaving 
no room for argument. But the general hostility she had perceived 
before had evaporated. Instead of tensely tunred backs, smiles and 
subtly bow'ed heads greeted her as the ci-ow'd parted almost magi- 
cally. It was the same change in attitude as when she had told Jlrosh 
that she was a nrinister. Was his changed behavior so obvious that 
everyone else had picked up on it? 

S HE FILED AWAY THE STRANGE PHENOMENON FOR FUTURE CON- 
sideration, and caught u{) with him as he stopped to drink 
deeply from one of the many drinking fountains scattered 
throughout the tenrrinal. 

"Why does everyone hate Earth?” she asked on iirrpulse as he 
straightened to face her. “It’s hardly Christian to — ” 

“We do not hate,” Jlrosh interrupted defensively. 

She raised an eyebrow, and his eyes dropped uncomfortably. 

“I am sorry, Reverend.” 

“I said, call me Christiire.” She smiled to soften the words. “And 
you’re sorry about what? Intemijrting, or lying?” Gut instinct, but 
she saw from his reactive tensing that she had been at least par- 
tially right about the latter. 



He turned away and headed out the automatic doors without 
a word. 

She followed him, aird as they reached a large car waiting by the 
curb, he stopped to open the back door for hei’. 

“For interrupting,” he finally answered as she got in and looked 
up exirectantly. “As for lying, I was not, exactly.” He closed her door 
and then climbed itr front. 

W HILE SHE WAITED FOR HIM TO EXPUIN, SHE SETTLED COM- 
fortably in the plush and cool interior, grateful that the 
air conditioning in the car had beeit running. The short 
walk from the terminal door's to the car had taken her 
breath away. She had forgotteii the briefing that had warned her 
about the short and intense sunrmer’s that were a result of Neos’ 
axial tilt. Thinking back to the uncomfort- 
able terminal, she thought, she understood 
why it had been so war m. Compared to the 
blistering heat outside, the tenninal was a 
refreshing haven. It was probably kept wann 
to minimize Ihe shock of going from one ex- 
treme of temperature to I he other. Her brief- 
ings had explained it all, and the dark skin 
tone of the Neosians was another ob\ious 
clue to the higher radiation levels during 
summer’, but until she had stepped out onto 
the sidewalk, it had not beeir ‘real’ to her. 

The car was probably no cooler tlian the terminal, but compared 
to the fiimace-like outdoors, it felt, deliciously chilly. In fact, over- 
all, it was a delightful anachronism for senses more accustomed to 
compact and efficient use of space. The vehicle reminded her of 
one of the late 20th century limousines she had seen in historical 
files. The simple lines and plain white color were in marked contrast 
to the elaborate paint schemes and structural intricacies of the 
other cars she saw parked and passing by, but at least that differ- 
ence made sense now. And remembering the tail-pipe she had seen, 
she assumed the car was power’ed by an internal combustion en- 
gine. That fit with another briefing, which had explained that after 
the initial social and teclmological collapse that had followed their 
isolation from Earth during the Upheavi, the Neosians had rebuilt 
technologically to a late-20th century level. 

Jhosh settled behind the wheel mid turned to face her to answer 
her almost-forgotten question. 

“As for how we feel about Earth: hate is not the right word.” Me 
pursed his lips a moment, thinking. “Maybe fear is closer?” 

“Fear?” Christine stared. “Why? Interference is forbidden. All we 
want to do is open the lines of communication, and hopefully trade. 
The sculptures your people make with Ashgiani wood ai-e exquis- 
ite! And the ceramic work we’ve seen is remarkable. Your native 
clays and glazes are different from anything found on Earth. We just 
want to help and open contact again—” 

“Thai is what we fear,” Jliosh stopped her. “We have developed 
in different directions. To trade information mid material goods is 
one thing, because we need some of what Earth has to offer. A 
major concern is that there are trace elements missing in the soil 
that we need to replenish for the sake of our agriculture. We also 
need some medical assistance since there has been a degree of ge- 
netic damage from unanticipated solar radiation. Our sun went 
through an active phase we never expected. These things we need, 
and Earth has offered help. But what we do not need are your 
tlioughts and attitudes— or hordes of atheistic immigrants trying to 
find ‘wide open spaces’. We would prefer it if all trade could be done 
without any actual contact. We do not see the need for an Earth 
ambassador, or for anyone from Earth to come here.” 

She could tell that he was holding something back because the 
sweat on his forehead wasn’t just from the heat outside. She felt 
sure that there was more going on than merely a fear of cultural 
contamination. 

She leaned forward and laid a hand on his bare arm. The skin felt 
strangely rough, and she studied it surreptitiously. It was different 



noticed that she was very care- 
not looked at. There was an 
kJ almost palpable feeling of hostility 
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from her own skin; it was denser, textured with cross-hatched 
ridges, and dotted by occasional fine short hairs that seemed t o flex 
as her hand covered them. 

She forced her attention back to Jhosh. “I know there were some 
problems with the previous ambassadors, but I ask you to please 
forget them. I’m not here as Earth’s meddling representative, but 
only as a bridge. My job is just to learn about you and to make sure 
that we don’t do anything to offend.” 

The hard muscles of his foreann had rippled when she liad said 
‘learn about you’, and she wondered what he was hiding. She 
squeezed briefly. 

“Look, it will take time for you to get to know and trust me, so let’s 
not nish things. Wliy don’t wo start with that church visit; you sug- 
gested? After seven months in a cramped starship on the way to 
one end of a worm-gate and tlien six more montlis to get here, it will 
feel good to see the inside of a real church again. I know the best 
place of worship is, as you pointed out, in the heart and mind, but 
sometimes one can’t quite focus properly there.” She smiled again. 

He relaxed and turned to }mll away from the curb and out into 
tiaffic. Tlie lightly spice-scented breeze wafting out of concealed air- 
conditioning vents got colder as he turned up the air conditioning un- 
bidden. Appreciating his courtesy, she leaned back to study tlie sights. 

T he ride was passed mostly in silence, punctuated by oc- 
casional automatic comments about points of interest. 
Christine had the impression Jliosh was happy to have his 
chauffeuring provide an excuse to isolate himself up front 
and avoid conversation. She remembered a number of New York 
City cab drivers she wished would have followed his example! 

From the cool shelter of the car, the stretch of road they were on 
was an eerie mix of familiar and alien. Wlien she focused on the 
road, it seemed no different than any similai’ road on Earth from 
centuries earlier, but as soon as she looked off to either side, she 
was struck by the wildly improbable architecture of the buildings 
they passed. Some of the houses stretched 
up and seemed to be on the verge of falling 
over, while otlrers seemed to cower and try 
to dig back into the ground. They seemed 
over-decorated with towers, turrets, tun- 
nels, twisted trim, and every other possi- 
ble ornament. And over it all hung a sullen 
sun blasting the landscape— a sun with a 
bite missing from it! She stared until she 
remembered that Neos had three moons. 

A while later they moved into city traffic 
and soon pulled up to a curb. Jliosh turned off the engine mid with 
a proud grin, he turned to her and draped an ann across the back 
of the seat as he pointed out the right window. 

“There it is. ..Christine.” The name sounded awkward coming 
from Jliosh. 

She thanked him and tried not to stare as she noticed that Jliosh’s 
dark skin was suddenly as smooth and unmarked as her own, with 
the exception of small goose bumps, and it was covered with a 
downy coat of fine, white hairs. Not an hour earlier, the skin had 
been roughly ridged and virtually hairless. Another observation to 
file in her mental tliings-to-check-on directory. 

Convinced that it was going to be pretty full before she under- 
stood everything, she turned her attention to the intriguing build- 
ing outside. She didn’t want to alert Jliosh to her interest in him. 

But once she got a good look at the building resting in the mid- 
dle of a block-large expanse of irmnaculate green, she forgot all 
about her escort. It was an amazing structure. Equidistant triple 
spires of gleaming pearl-like white thrust towards the sky, sup- 
porting a gleaming golden globe between them. The supporting tips 
of the spires fused into t he globe’s equator. She stared up at the huge 
sphere that hung suspended some 30 meters above the ground and 
almost forgot the scalding blast of heat as she climbed out of tlie car 
to get a closer look. She could hardly believe that the globe with its 
50-meter diameter was a product of local technology. She turned to 



Jliosh to see him standing there with a wide, satisfied smile. 

“One of the greatest architectural masterpieces of Neos,” he pro- 
claimed proudly. “One research area in which we excel is plastics. 
The Church of t he Rising God was just finished two months ago.” 
“How do we get in?” 

“Follow me.” He led the way towards the closest spire, and the 
automatic door opened at his approach. 

A S SHE FOLLOWED JHOSH INTO THE SPIRE, A POSITIVE AIR- 
flow pushing back the oppressive heat, she leaned for- 
ward slightly to study him from behind as he pressed the 
elevator call button. Seeing that the hairs on liis arm were 
all but gone and that the skin was rough again after the hot walk 
from the car, she smiled to herself and started rearranging her lit- 
tle mental notes. 

Noticing that Jhosh was bent over another water fountain to 
drink again, Christine looked around tlie softly lit elevator lobby 
appreciatively. A delicately veined, white marble-like stone floor, 
hanging low-light plants that trailed lushly from ceiling to floor, and 
walls of gleaming Ashgiani wood soothed the eyes and imparted a 
sense of calm as they waited for the elevator. She reached out to 
stroke the eye-catching waU appreciatively. Ashgiani wood was a 
treat to the touch as well as the eyes, because when polished just 
the right way, Ihe strongly patterned greenish-blue wood felt almost 
like fine fur as the inner grain rose up in delicate waves that were 
nearly impervious to decay. 

With a soft chime, the elevator doors slid aside to let them board 
and be whisked up to a breath-taking view as the doors opened 
again to reveal the inside of the globe. Above, the upper hemisphere 
was a soft shimmering blue that darkened downwards until it 
merged with a black-carpeted equatorial walkway that arced out in 
both directions as far as the other two leg elevators. Extending 
down from the walkway, two-thirds of a circle of descending seat 
levels faced a golden podium halfway down the far wall. The 



podium was flanked by railed ai-eas of seats presumably meant for 
a choir. The use of gold, red fabric, and natural Ashgiani wood pro- 
vided a pleasingly blended color scheme for the dramatic interior. 

As she stood admiring it all, and appreciating the fact that the air 
conditioning was turned up higher in tlie church, the elevator in the 
right leg chimed and opened to release a short, slightly heavy-set 
woman in her eaily 40s and an older, almost bald man. He was slender 
and quite tall, at least 30 centimeters taller than the woman. They 
were a contrasting pair, especially with their wildly clashing and 
minimal clothing, but both wore expressions of deep soitow and 
loss that Christine was very familiar with. She felt compelled to ap- 
proach tliem as tliey looked up, surging hope brightening their faces. 

Jliosh moved to intercept but was too late. 

Both kneeled briefly, the man looking up to greet her respectfully. 

“Reverend.” He bowed his head again briefly before rising. He 
reached down to help the woman up and they faced her, but 
their expressions of hope faded as they looked at her again, obvi- 
ously confused. ^ 

Jhosh interceded. 

“Mr. Zembove. This is the Reverend Holcum. She is the Earth am- 
bassador, but a woman of God.” 

Relief flooded their faces as Christine extended her hand. “Mr. 
Zembove.” She recognized the name from the announcement at the 
terminal and realized why Jhosh knew the couple. They must have 
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been on the news along with t heir missing son. 

“Are you here to pray for liis safe return?" she asked as they shook 
hands. “May IJoin you? I have some knowledge of what you must be 
going through, because one of the couples in my congregation in 
Anchorage had the identical thing happen. Their daughter wasn't 
developmentally disabled, but it was still a friglitening experience 
for them. She was only seven yeare old. How ‘old’ is Robe?” 

The woman answered, speaking softly. “Mentally, Obbyis about 
six. He got out; of the house when I was cleaning and Cam was at 
work. I didn’t hear the front door because I was suctioning. Wlien 
I finished and went to check on him, he was gone. Several ‘prayers’ 
have already gone out, but nobody lias found him.” 

Confused, Christine reached out to take the woman’s hand. She 
led her down the steps to the bottom level of seats that faced the 
podium. Her husband followed automatically. 

“Here,” Christine offered as they reached the front row. “Sit next 
to me.” Jhosh settled on a seat off to the side and one level up. As 
they all sat down, Christine turned to face the couple. 

“You’ll have to forgive me, but 1 am new to your world. When you 
said that several ‘prayers’ had gone out, 1 had the impression that, 
you meant, something different than what I’m used to. What did 
you mean?" 

Cam answered: “When an imporiant issue comes up, the clergy 
calls on us all to pray for its resolution. You might have seen the an- 
nouncements on the video?” 

Christine nodded as she remembered the brief but immediate si- 
lence and concent, ration of the crowds in the terminal after the big- 
screen newscast. 

“Well, that’s an example," Cam continued. “Of couree, since our 
son’s absence is not an event of national significance — even if it 
feels like it to Tana and me — the broadcast was only seen here in 
Neosia. But all who saw it focused their prayers on finding our boy. 
Prayere of this sort, are common. But this time nothing happened!” 

He looked as confused as she felt. She didn’t know what to say 
and just mmiaged a weak: “Well, it;’s a remarkable display of support 
for those in need — ” 



“No,” Tana stopped her. “You don’t undei-stand. It works. When- 
ever we all pray, God Real's us. Always!” 

“Whenever a child is lost, you all pray, and the child is always 
found? Well, sooner or later—” 

“Pardon me, but not just lost children,” Cam cut in. “We have fre- 
quent prayers of healing.” 

“And your prayers always work?” Feeling a little dizzy, Christine 
looked over at Jhosh, who nodded uncomfortably. 

She began to undei-stand their distress and prompted: “Except 
for this time?” 

Both of the Zemboves nodded. 

Christine didn’t know what to say or believe, and to cover her 
confusion, she reached out to take hold of their hands. 

“Let me just add my prayere to yours.” She closed her eyes and 
tried to focus her thoughts, but her mind would not cooperate. All 
she could think of was the absolute ceriainty in the Zemboves’ state- 
ments that God always answered their prayere. 

Always? 

She believed in God, naturally, or she would not have followed the 
|)ath she had chosen. But one of the hardest tasks she had always 
faced was trying to explain the apparent inconsistency of His will 
and why, despite the sincerest of prayers and most faithful of fol- 
ty 



lowers, various disasters seemed to conspire to destroy faith when 
one was most vulnerable. 

God operated on a random reinforcement schedule, the ex-psy- 
chology student within her always said in His defense. And He used 
standards she could not underetand. There was no such thing as a 
God who answered every prayer as dependably as the govermnent 
collected taxes. 

At least nowhere on Earth. 

S HE FORCED HERSELF TO STAY CALM. NO WONDER JHOSH HAD 
been disturbed by her questions. He knew as much about 
Eailh as anyone. After all, his people were descended from 
settlers who had left Eiu-th almost two centuries ago. And 
since communication had been re-established five yeare earlier, full 
records of Earth histoi'y during and after the Upheaval had been 
transmitted to Neos. Wliat would be the reaction if it came to be 
known on Earth that on Neos, God was apparently more accessible? 
Earth w^as as full of conflicting and ovei7.ealous worehipere as ei'er. 

Her psychology schooling asserted itself again as she tried to find 
an alternate explanation. She could not accept the fact that the 
Neosians were somehow more wortliy thim their progenitore on Eartli. 

Then she remembered the strange transformation of the crowd 
around her back at the terminal after she had revealed to Jhosh 
w'ho she was. Memory scraps from nearly forgotten psychology 
classes teased her. Extrasensoi'y percejition was a documented, if 
finstratingly inconsistent, phenomenon. Could Neosians somehow 
be psychic? Since none of the Neosians had known she was a min- 
ister, any power they possessed had to be mild, but it. was one ex- 
planation for the change she had witnessed. 

If those closest to them had picked up on his rather dramatic re- 
vereal of opinion, it could have had a ripple effect as the feeling 
sjiread through the room. It would explain Llie respectful reactions 
from people all aci'oss the room who only saw Jhosh 's peremptory 
path-clearing. 

The logical chain was obvious. Directed, worldwide prayer, elec- 
tronically elicited to concentrate the attention of a mass of mildly 
psychic people. ..thousands, maybe hun- 
dreds of thousands of mildly psychic minds 
all focused on the same thing! Her mind 
spun with the implications and possibilities. 
It was an answer tliat seemed to fit perfectly. 
She felt the Zemboves’ hands pull away 
and looked up to see their angry faces as 
they rose and turned to go back up the steps 
to the elevator. 

“Wait!” she Ciilled out. “Please. I’m son-y.” 
Cam stopped and held Tana back, though 

his wife refused to turn. 

“I'm son-y,” Christine repeated. “I have spent much of my minis- 
terial life defending a God who all too often seems to cmelly desert 
His followere. To suddenly find a place where He answers every 
prayer is a little frightening.” Nothing. No, perhaps a slight relax- 
ation of Tana’s tensed shouldere? Christine tried again. 

“Please. 1 wjis so ovei-whelmed by what I’m learning here that I 
wasn’t focusing on your son. I am sorry.” She held out. a hand. 

Cam came hesitantly back down towards her. Tana followed 
slowly to sit down in the seat she had vacated. Her husband re- 
mained standing suspiciously, hands on her shoulders. 

“Please,” Christine implored. “Empty your minds of anger and 
think of your son, at home again, happy to be with the parents who 
love him.” 

Christine bent her head and closed her eyes as Cam sat down 
next to Tana to take her hand. Robe’s absence was the thing that had 
brought these people here. That was what she had to focus on. 
Whatever was going on here, all she had to draw on was her own 
craft, and these people deserved her best efforts. She emptied her 
mind, searching for that place within her where she retreated to 
commune with God when troubled. Whether or not she was heard 
was irrelevant. It was a place where she could focus. She thought 
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about the picture of Robe she had seen and visualized the hand- 
some boy with his umiily brown hair, seemingly irrepressible grin, 
and bright blue eyes. His innocent smile robbed him of a decade. 

Please, Clu-istine prayed, bring him home safe! 

A smaller, less worthy part of her mind whisi)cred, please let the 
Zemboves sense m g prayers! She fought it, and gradually her mind 
cleared and she WcLs back in t hat dark biisement front her childhood 
where only a single candle burned below a burnished cross. Soft, 
warm light danced with her eveiy breath to stroke the metal shape 
with soothing touches she could feel in her mind. Purifying anti re- 
leasing, the flame freed her jtrayers. Does He hear? She was sure of 
it. Will He answer? She didn’t know. 

That decision was not hers to make. 

She o[)ened her eyes to face the suntrised 
expressions of the Zemboves and Jhosh. As 
she met their eyes, all three bowed their heads 
briefly. Tana looked up shyly. 

“I beg your pardon, Ret erend. I tiki not im- 
derstand. It must be confusing, coming to a 
new world. But you have clearly found Got! 
here, too. He cim’t help but hear your prayer. 

It was as clear as any I have e\'er fell.” 

All three rose, nodding respectfully. Cam reached out to take 
Christine’s hantl. 

“Thank you.” 

Then both the Zemboves climbed up towards the elevators to 
leave her to sit uncertainly alone. She had been suiprised by the 
staitling claiity of her brief metlitation mid tlie reactions of the otheis. 

S lIK CLOSED EYES AGAIN TO RECAPTURE THE IMAGE, IIEAR- 
ing Jliosh settle patiently in his seat. The scene she nonnally 
used to help her pray was one from her youth that had al- 
ways stayed with her and had led her into the ministry. It 
had been 35 years earlier, a week before her 10t h birthday. Since her 
uncle was sick, her iiarents had left her with her grandmother while 
they went on a private vacation. The visit had been boring from 
the onset and had quickly turned int o something resembling a 
prison sentence.... 

Her grandmother was a small-town minister and about as excit- 
ing as Christie had expected. Her old house was a museum of lace, 
fragile china, and ancient crystal knickknacks that Christie was not 
allowed to touch. Evei-ywhere she turned, critical and acute eyes 
followed her every mov e mnong them. And to make things woree, 
the house didn’t even have a Tii-V stage, just a tiny and old 60-cen- 
timeter 2-D television, As for playmales, the nearest neighbor with 
kids her own age was blocks away, and Grandma didn’t want 
Christie wandering the streets. Not that it really mattered, The 
Carlsson’s 12-year-old daughter was a stuck-up snob Christie didn’t 
really like playing with anyway. 

Then she fouiul the basement. 

The door was almost swollen shut with summer humidity and 
from years of being unopened. Her grandmother hadn’t been down 
in the basement for years because hip surgeiy hatl left her unable 
to climb steps without help, but Christie managed to force the door 
with the aid of repeated screwdriver levering. When it finally 
creaked open to reveal a musty darkness, she climbed down the 
steep flight of stairs to find a wonderland of mysterious sealed 
boxes and old toys left from her mother’s childhood. 

Time passed quickly after that— until the day before her parents 
were supposed to pick her up. 

As usual, after breakfast she fled her grandmother’s endless com- 
mentaries to take refuge in the basement, where she had found 
something new a few days earlier: a box of ancient and yellowing 
paper books about a girl detective named Nancy Drew. The inside 
pages listed copyrights from several c-enturies earlier, and even if 
the books were not original edition copies, the ancient dates and ar- 
chaic writing style lent them a mystique that cai)tivated her. And she 
had fun trying to decipher the 20th-century references. Naturally, 
the bonks absolutely had to be read down in the biisement, under 



the single dim light that still worked. 

She was halfway through The Secret Under the Staircase 
when the door slammed shut and she found herself locked in 
the basement. She ran up the steps immediately and tried to 
open the door to the kitchen, but it wouldn’t budge. On the other 
side of the door she hoard a growling and heavily accented voice 
that chilled her. 

“Relax and I will not huri you. Or ’ze leetle girl down in ’ze base- 
ment,” The voice was suddenly louder. 

“If you hear me down there, the door is blocked, but relax and 
do not wony. Your grand-mere is safe. I Just want a few of her 



things for myself.” The voice changed as the speaker moved away 
from the door. 

“Now', grand-mere! Listen to me. You have some pre-Uphea\'al 
ciystal here that is very valuable and some other crystal that 
is merely pretty. If you tell me which is which, I will just take 
the good ones and be on my way. Lie to me, and I will be back.” 
he warned. 

Christie heard her grandmother calmly directing the intnider as 
they moved away fi om the door towards the living room. Her heart 
was ijounding like crazy as she wondered what Nancy Drew would 
do in a similar situation. The door didn’t lock, but something was 
propped against, the outside of the door, and even when she threw 
heiself against the door, it didn’t budge. 

The basement was windowless; there was no other way out, and 
there wiis no phone either. Even Nancy Drew would have been 
stumped. She went back down to where she had cleared a i)lace to 
curl up with the books and thought of Grandma upstairs with the 
thief. Please, she thought . Don 'I h u rl her. As she sat there, she shiv- 
ered with fear and tried not. to think of the deep shadows around 
her that suddenly seemed so scaiy and threatening. 

Then her eyes fell on a metal cross that hung on the far wall. It 
was made of plain chrome metal, about 12 inches tall, and hung 
alone over a small shelf that held a fat, half-burned candle and a 
worn and dusty leather-bound Bible. A single red linen page marker 
hung out limply IVom the book’s pages. 

The Bible lessons! 

Christie remembered her mom telling her of how she had sat in 
the basement with Grandma to study the Bible, away from the dis- 
tractions of upstairs. Grandma had also wanted Christie’s mom to 
be a minister, but Tisha Ilolcum had turned to medicine instead. 
However, Grandma had not been too upset, since her daughter 
spent a great deal of time helping the Upheaval-ghetto poor. And 
even though her mom had become a doctor instead of a preacher, 
some of those Bible lessons had been passed on to Christie. Now, 
as she sat there, feeling terribly alone and almost sick to her stom- 
ach with fear, she found herself drawn to the other end of the base- 
ment to pick up the dusty book on the shelf. It brought her mother 
to mind, which helped a lot. 

A lighter lay next to the candle, and since the light bulb was all 
the way over at the other end of the room, Christie lit the candle and 
settled down with the Bible to read. 

As the Syntha-Silk pages spread open at random in front of her, 
her gaze fell on verse four of Psalm 23, and she gasped. 

“Yea, though 1 walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for 
thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff, they 
comfort me,” 
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The page marker had been in Proverbs, but tlie book had opened 
on the very lines that touched her at the moment. She looked up at 
the candle and the way the light reflected off of the burnished 
metal of the cross. It was a soft, waiin light that danced with her 
eveiy breath to soothe her. A faint trail of smoke rose lazily from 
the flame towards the ceiling, working through invisible cracks to 
rise ajid disappear. . . . 



Her fear was gone, and she decided that it had not been a coin- 
cidence that the very words she needed had found her.... 

HE DREW A DEEP BREATH AND LOOKED UP AT JlIOSH SITTING 
there patiently, a tender smile on his face. She was suddenly 
reminded of her late father. 

“A special moment,” he observed. 

“Veiy special. I was remembering the time I made the choice to 
follow the path that has led me here." 

She had settled herself in front of that cross and made a promise 
to God, Her promise had been that if the thief upstaiis would leave 
her and her grandmother unhurt, she would follow the road her 
mother had not taken. And the tliief had left. He had taken a foilune 
in rare crystal with him, but he had been very cai-eful not to hurt, her 
grandmother. 

That had decided her. Along with getting a degree in psychology, 
Christine had kept lier promise and studied for the ministry. She 
had never regretted the choice. 

That day in the btisemenl had been a special one indeed, and 
somehow Jhosh had known it. Her eai'lier suspicions crystiillized 
and she leaned fonvard. 

“Straight talk, Jhosh. You’re not just an ‘aide’ as you called your- 
self. You’re probably pretty high up in the church hierarchy or you 
wouldn’t be baby-sitting me — not considering the way you perceive 
Earth as a threat to your society.” He nodded warily as she went on. 
“Well, I’ve been thinking about what the Zemboves said about mir- 
acles always working here...." 

She explained her suspicions about there being a psychic com- 
ponent to the “miracles,” and his smile faded. 

“This is really something you need to speak to Reverend Mikals 
at the embassy about,” he responded mechanically. 

Christine nodded. “Oh, I will. Rest assured. I was Just curious to 
see if I was right or not.” She thought of the Zembove’s reactions. 
“But most people don’t know anything about tlie psychic compo- 
nent, do they?” 

Again, his carefully blank face confirmed her guess. 

“Wlio’s above Mikals?” she asked, changing her mind, “At the top. 

I don’t want some canned speech from mid-level management.” She 
reached up and laid a hand on Jliosh’s ann. 

“Please. I'm not here to make trouble. But if I am to be an effec- 
tive ambassador, I need to know the tnith. The whole truth!” 

Jhosh was silent for a moment, studying her face, and then he 
rose with a sigh. 

“You do,” he admitted after a moment. “And you deserve more 
than I can give you. I don’t know' if it will do any good, but I will call 
the Supreme Reverend Sandiori. He is the one who sent for you 
anyway." 

‘The Supreme Reverend.’ From what she had been told, the title 
was similar to World Prime Minister or World President. But what- 
ever one called him, he had more power than any title w'ould sug- 
gest because his ‘Cabinet’ or ‘Congress’ was composed of his own 
GC 



church leadere representing the various districts across the settled 
parts of Neos. 

She wondered what: Siindiori would be like, ;md what.Jliosh meant 
about the Supreme Reverend having been the one to send for her. 

Jhosh had started to climb up the steps, but stopped and moved 
around to the pulpit to pull out a heavy book which he brought 
down to her. 

“Some light reading for you,” he offered 
with a respectful smile. He dropped (he 
book beside her and opened it to a carefully 
selected page. “You might find this interest- 
ing.” Then he turned tmd jogged briskly up 
towaids the elevator. ‘ I'll be back." 

She watched him disappear, remembering 
the feel of his ami under her hand a moment 
eai-lier. It had been almost funy again. And 
Tana and ('am had also been virtually cov- 
ered in a fine white coat of hair — which 
had not been there when they had entered the building. And the 
change had happened after only an hour or so in an air-conditioned 
building. There was definitely more going on than freak psychic 
powers. 

But one thing at a time. 

She looked down at the shimmering Syntha-Silk sheets and the 
idealized portrait of a middle-aged man which filled most of the left 
page. “The Revered Ilener Anderson,” the caption read. “Revered,” 
not Reverend. The next line continued: “The Story of the First Mir- 
acle.” Twisting to get comfortable, she bent over the old book to 
read in fascination about the beginning of the Church of Neos. 

T O THE EARLY SETTLERS, THE BEAUTY AND COMPATIBILITY OF 
Neos were both fortunat e and an affimiation of faith, re- 
spectively. The seasonal extremes had caused some prob- 
lems, but genetically tailored crops had adapted 
beautifully and agriculture was off to a good start. As for tlie set- 
tlers, they were an uneasy mix of secular and spiritual. On the one 
hand, there were the scientists, who only saw the advancement of 
hujuanity and knowledge, and on the other hand, there were 30,000 
HIV-negative settlers, many of whom wei’e strongly religious and 
who had wanted to start fresh, away from the nightmare that had 
overtaken Earth as racial tensions and religious waiTing had com- 
bined with environmental, social, and medical disasters to over- 
whelm it. Earth had already been on the verge of the total collapse 
that would later be euphemistically called the Upheaval. 

The first decade of the colony’s life went well, though the scien- 
tists were a bit alamied at the mutation rate for some of the im- 
ported flora and fauna. The sun had entered an unexpected period 
of activity during the t ime betweem discoveiy and settlement. And 
then the Upheaval hit Earth, and ail ties to the mother world were 
cut to leave Neos isolated. 

Without technical support and materials from Earth, Neos had 
its own temiiorary collapse. But, as the colony had been designed 
for eventual self-sufficiency, they managed to partially rebuild after 
three decades of hard work. However, the rebuilding was only a 
material one. The spirit of the colony had died as the religious felt 
abandoned by their God and the scientists by fate. Socially and cul- 
turjilly, Neos was a truly depressed world. 

Until the Revered Andereon. 

Thirty yearn to the day after the link to Earl h had been lost, a wid- 
ower fanner by the name of Hener Anderson came across a geolo- 
gist who had been severely mauled by a traalot, a i\11d semi-reptilian, 
catlike predator simihu- to an Earth leopard in size and tempera- 
ment. In front of dozens of people, Andeison prayed to God and 
the bleeding stopped, the wounds beginning to heal in front of as- 
tonished witnesses’ eyes. He stayed with the man, constantly pray- 
ing, forsevcral days and before the week was up, the wounded man 
was fully healed. 

As woixl had spread of the miiacle, life began to return to the colony. 
Before his peaceful death yeais later, the Revered Anderson was 
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inst mmentaJ in a seemingly endless list of healings. He inspired the 
birth of the Church of Neos and guided religious Icadei-s in orga- 
nizing and rallying together at this sign of God’s fa\^or. 

C HRISTINE CLOSED THE BOOK TOOUGl ITFULLY AS SHE SAW Jl lOSH 
returning. She cocked her head as he sat down in front of her. 
“Let me guess,” she began. “The scientists didn’t see God 
at work, and so they looked for another explanation.” As he 
nodded, she mentally followed the chain of logic for a moment, and 
then added: “The mutations noted for flora and fauna extended to 
human genetic material — you already admitted that. . .leading to the 
development of mild psychic abilities,” she finished t he logical se- 
quence. She considered what must have happened. “The power was 
obviously more than mild in the case of Anderson, but his dramatic 
and miraculous healings must have pulled everyone togetlier with 
a focus.” She cocked her head. “Let me guess; the scientists used 
Atiderson as a tool for healing and miracles, probably letting him 
continue to believe he was a vessel for God. ..which he was!" She 
glared at Jliosh, who just smiled. 

“Of course. Relax, I’m on your side.” 

Mollified, Christine went on with her speculation, and Jhosh’s 
face confu-med her deduct ions. 

“He was probably a freak in tenns of the st rength of his abilities, 
but the scientists figured out what was going on, probably devised 
a way to test for it and ...the church grew out of the scientists’ phm- 
ning,” she reiilized with suiprise. “Not the religious loaders!” 

An approving nod greeted her last guess, and she leaned back, 
curious. 

“Why?” 

“The religious leadeis were terribly disorganized by that point, 
while the scientists had banded together to try to keep the colony 
mnning.” 

That made a certain sad sense, but it made her wonder: “How 
come you’re telling me this much?” 

He smiled. “Actually, you’re doing most of the telling, but I’m not 
arguing for two reasons: first, because 1 knew you were close to fig- 
uring everything out anyway. But 1 also want you to understand 
how delicate a situation this is, and why we 
fear loo much investigation by Earth.” He 
looked a bit uneasy. “In fact, I would appre- 
ciate it if you didn’t mention this little con- 
versation to the Supreme Reverend. He 
might not approve.” 

She studied him carefully, remembering 
the softness of his arm. Another question 
had come to mind, but she didn’t want to 
push him imtil she had had a chance to think 
about it a bit more. 

So she just nodded and I'eassured him: “It will stay between the t wo 
of us.” He relaxed and she thought about what she had just learned, 
After a moment’s reflection, she whistled softly. “Wait a minute: 
if your scientists were responsible for the birth of the church and 
your religion. . .and the controlled use of your psychic abilities,” she 
realized, “and no one else knows that, your whole society could col- 
lapse all over again if it’s revealed that there is a more scientific ex- 
planation for Neos' miracles.” 

Jhosh nodded sadly. “Exactly The ‘church’ is firmly in charge 
again, though some of us beUeve in a more interdisciplinaiy ap- 
proach. But as much as you and I see the hand of God in all of lliis — 
in so many ways — there is a veiy real danger that the improiDcr 
rev^elation of the liuth could seriously threaten our cultime. We’re 
too fresh, too new. In time, we should bring eveiything out. in the 
open.” He looked imploringly at her. “Just not right, now.” 
lie stood up and held out a hand. 

“But come. The Supreme Reverend is anxious to meet with you." 
For a moment, Jhosh looked uneasy again, 

Back in the car, Christine’s mind was so al)sorbed by what Jhosh 
had shared with her, that she only half-listened to his continuing 
travelogue as they entered downtown Neosia. Absent mindedly, she 



noted that some of the buildings he pointed out were very impres- 
sive. The bizarre architecture she had noted with suburban homes 
took on a whole new level of flamboyance downtown and she 
craned her neck, staling out in amazement. Jhosh also showed her 
where the Zemboves lived as they passed a building that reminded 
her of an over-decorated mosque. But as she continued looking 
ai-ound, she felt the same imeasy stining in the pit of her stomach 
that she had experienced that ni^it in the basement . They were just 
passing a fenced-in constmetion site when she yelled out; “Stop!” 

Jhosh slammed on the brakes automatically and, almost in a daze, 
Christine apologized. 

“I’m Sony, but that building, there...” She pointed. “What is it?” 
Opening the window, she leaned out. Welling excitement distracted 
her from the blast of heat. She had been meant to see this! 

Jhosh looked confused. “That?” He had to think a moment. “Oh 
yes, it was going to be a new concert hall. Constmetion stopped be- 
cause the owner ran out of money. Wliy?” 

Site opened the car door and climbed out, going over to the high 
fence. She jieered in at the constmetion site and then turned to- 
wards the car. 

“Jhosh. How far back was the Zembov'es’ house?” 

.Jliosh was leaning against the car with a puzzled look, and just 
shrugged. 

“About eight blocks. At 402 Psalms.” 

She didn’t answer, but just mumiured: “Interest ing.” She ran her 
hands slowly along the fence, pulling and testing the links as she 
studied the half-finished building. “Doesn’t that look neat?" she 
called over her shoulder. “If you were a little kid, I mean. I imagine 
he’s passed this way a lot of times and looked out a car window at 
this building. I mean, look at all those fun places to play and ex- 
plore!” She slopped as a section of the fence swung loose as she 
tugged on it. 

“Look here!” She pulled harder, and a large section came clear to 
leave an opening big enough to squeeze through. 

“Wait a minute!” Jhosh called out anxiously “Don’t go in there! It 
could be danger...” He froze briefly, confusion flooding his face as 
he mshed towards her to hold the fence open. “Is he in there?” 



“We won’t, know till we look, will we?” She grinned and squeezed 
through the opening. But the sleeve of her blouse caught on a jagged 
piece of the wire from the fence, and she cursed mildly as the ma- 
terial ripped. She worked it loose, feeling her face flush. 

Jhosh reached through the fence to grab her ann, “Wait, let me 
call this in before we go any further.” 

She waited reluctantly while he ran back to the car, feeling her- 
self drawn towards the building. Robe was in there. She could feel 
it. No psychic link. Just a gut feeling. To a kid, the lure of the aban- 
doned constmetion site would have been irresistible. 

Jhosh returned, and tliis time Christine held the fence for him as 
he squeezed through. 

“The police and an ambulance ai-e on the way,” he assured her. 
“Why don’t, we wait here for them?” He held her back as she started 
towards the building again. “It won’t take them long. I’m not with- 
out influence here." 

She shook her head. “No. If Robe is here, he’s been here a long 
lime! Why Imsn’t anyone checked this place out?” 

“No one knew the fence was loose, and besides, if he’s in there, 
he would have been ‘sensed’.” 

“Maybe your mental bloodhounds aren’t as good as you think." 
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T fee ‘church^ is firmly in charge 
again... there is a very real danger 
that the improper revelation of the 
truth could seriously threaten our culture. 



She pulled free. “I'm j^oing in there. He may be badly hurt...” She 
headed for the main entrance. 

T IIK FiitJNT OI-’TIIK hUILDlNfi WAS GAPING OPENLY; A SKELETON 
of girdei-s ami concrete slabs. At its base, and deeper in- 
side, a warren of half-finished walls and doorways beck- 
oned, leading into shadowed regions under the beginnings 
of floors for upper levels. As she moved in, she wiis surrounded by 
bare concrete with i)atlerned marks from forming boards. She 
skirted the foundations for an entrance stairway to the building, 
following instead a tempting path which led deeper into what would 
have become a floor of offices below the actual concert hall. 

Within the bowels of the building, she had to pause to let her eyes 
acljust to the deepening gloom. She looked around, wondering where 
Robe might have gone. There were so many inviting openings that 
ciied out to be explored. She closed her eyes for a moment and brought 
back the feeling of discoveiy she had fell on spotting the building. 

Where arc i/ou? she wondered. Then she opened her eyes and 
saw a line of fresh footprints cross a small path of sand where some 
carried bag had leaked. She had missed them before and she smiled. 
He had come this way! She moved to follow, hearing a sudden 
sound from further inside as she climbed over boards and bricks 



that were blocking the way to a cross-corridor on the right. Only a 
little light remained, filtering through cracks in partly finished ceil- 
ings and w'alls. 

“Hello?” she called. “Obby? Are you in her(!?” 

She leaned forward to listen carefully but heard only the rhyth- 
mic sound of dripping water and then a soft squealing sound ac- 
companied by the clicking of clawed feet. 

“Please, Reverend! Wait,” Jhosh’s pleading voice called out from 
behind. She heard him muttering its he climbed after her, almost 
tripped by a hom'd that slipped aside as he stepped on it. 

Christine ignored him. If Robe didn’t answer, he had to be hurl. 
He was here. Those footprints had to be his. 

"OBBY,” she called again, louder. “Can you hear me? You’ve got 
to help me, honey. Where are you?” 

A louder s(iucak was the only answer. As a flashlight beam 
speared past her, brilliant twin gleams of yellow glared back from 
30 or so centimeters off the ground. Jhosh had brought a light, and 
she fought a rush of fern' its the owner of the baleful eyes moved 
closer and into the light with a grating screech. A nasty double row 
of bared fangs glittered malignantly. 

She heard a neiwous laugh beside her. 

"It’s just a kaalot,”Jhnsh explained. “A semi-domesticated mini- 



CURSE OF THE 
ANDROID’S WIFE 

BY BRUCE BOSTON 
Illustration by Mike Wright 

He is a state of the art creation. 

No assembly line model for her, 
not even from the lop of the line, 
but the finest unit her family's 
price-is-no-object wealth can afford: 
a handcrafted simulacium tailored 

to her exact physical specifications, 
programmed to complement the sum 
of her profiles mental and emotional, 
a perfect replica oihomo sapUm primus 
as he cogitates and lives and breathes 
in the midst of the twenty-third centuiy, 

as exact an imitation of a human male 
as the science of homotronics can fashion. 

Ami u'ilhoul doubt most important to her, 
he is (he perfect partner in primal passion, 
tender or brutal as her mood might swing. 

He has been geared and sprocketed 

to exorcise her chronic bouts of boredom, 
to claim hunger when her belly growls, 
to gro\s’ weaiy and rest beside her when 
she yawns and her thoughts begin to fade. 

He has been designed to age gracefully 
as she must someday age, despite the 

costly potions that keep time at bay. 

Replicated down to the precise details 
of musculature and flesh, down to the 
microscopic minutiae of follicles and pores, 
still he is no more perfect than a man might be: 
the slightest imperfections, a stray lock of hair 
liiat falls in’cgularly across his handsome brow, 
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traalot. I think we disturbed his hunting. Must be a lot of good pests 
running around in here." 

Having expressed its annoyance, the kaalot slunk away from the 
revealing light of the fliishlight. Christine was glad Jhosh had been 
there. The animal might only have been the size of an average dog, 
but the resemblance ended there. It had virtually no fur, just a short, 
shiny coat of stiff blue spinelike hairs and an almost reptilian head 
that seemed to be all teeth. 

“He’s just angry,” Jhosh chuckled. “They spike their fur that way 
as a warning. Nothing to worry about, though. Thme kaalots are 
very affectionate. And a lot softer than they look. Kids love them.” 

That reminded her. Was tlrere a particular child in there? She 
moved into the room, waving Jliosh to follow. 

Reluctantly he did and swept the light around— t o stop. 

In the far comer of the room lay Robe, He was unconscious, and 
dried blood cmsted his face as he lay under a pile of bricks and 
boards that had been stacked on a rolling cart of some sort. One leg 
of the cart had collapsed, and the edge of the flat top had trapped 
tire boy’s legs. In one hand he held a shimmering crystal cross on a 
chain. A dead flashlight lay on the floor next to him. 

“Oh God, be merciful,” Jlrosh exclaimed automatically as the light 
revealed the battered body. “No wonder the prayere didn’t work 



and the searchers couldn’t find him. He’s dead." 

Christine was already across the room at Robe’s side and she 
glared back at the Neosian. 

“Don’t be so quick to write him off! Give me the light and go back 
to the car to tell that ambulance to huny! And if you have a firet aid 
kit, get it! And bring water. . .lots of it!” 

As she felt for Robe’s pulse and found it, a little uneven, but 
strong, her hands encountered desiccated and deeply-ridged skin 
even rougher than Jhosh’s. She turned back to Jliosh. 

“Move it! He’s alive!” 

Jhosh stared at her in disbelief and moved closer automatically. 

“But he can’t be,” he sputtered. “The prayeis, the. . .he would have 
been found — ” 

“Well, he wasn’t,” she cut him off. “Now give me the light and go!” 

He obeyed, and as he disappeared, Christine opened Robe’s eyes 
to check Ills pupils. She was thrilled to hear a weak moan of protest 
as Robe roused. She had absorbed some of her mother’s craft, and 
she was grateful tliat medicine had been her mother’s chosen field of 
study. She breatlied a sigh of relief as she saw tliat Robe’s pupils were 
equally reactive to the light. Since none of the lacerations to his face 
and scalp were serious, she thought it better not: to disturb the clot- 

Conlimied on page 85 




a gibbous mole on the inside of his right foreami, 
the nearly imperceptible bump, visible only 
from a certain angle, that tilts his otheiwise 
aquiline nose a fetching degree off kilter, 
makes his false humanity all-persuasive, 

not only to her sense of sight or touch, 
but to each of her eager perceptions. 

After a strenuous bout of lovemaking 
she notes that he appeal's to sleep 
more soundly, the feintest of snores 
bubbling at random from his lips. 

She discovers that like all men his pride 
can be wounded, his male ego flayed, 
or at least he can feign such traumas 
with the same faultless authenticity 
with which he feigns existence itself. 

And she soon learns (hat like other ?nen 

she has known, when she cuts him he will bleed. 
He is her perfect companion at rest or at play, 
on Earth or abroad, and whenever they travel 
beyond the System and she can leave behind 
the wagging tongues of her so-called friends, 
the vile whispers and sly knowing glances, 
the gossip real or imagined that plagues 
her night and day, not a solitary soul 
ever seems to suspect that he is anything 
more or less than what he appeal's to be: 
a devoted husband, a man completely in love 
with his wife, even if she is something of a shiew, 

even when she is clearly a vile and drunken bitch. 
And if she grows tired of his solicitous perfection 
—though this has only happened once— 
she need merely depress the correct sequence 
of buttons along the vertebrae of his spine, 
and he stands immobile before her, helplessly 

at rest, stone-still and sculptured as a statue. 

And in the momentai'y silence that ensues 
—and it was only for the barest moment— 
as his flesh grows chill beneath her touch. 



chill and strange as the aquamarine light 
of an alien moon piercing the windows 

of their spacious alien suite, cold and 
indifferent as the invisible vacuum 
beyond the cabin of her private yacht, 
as it wends its way through the light yeai-s 
at speeds beyond her care or comprehension, 
she is the one who becomes the solitary soul 

who sees him for no more than what he is: 
a mannequin, a machine, a man manque 
no deeper than his skin, a clever construct 
designed to reflect her wants and her needs. 
And yet for her — and this she also sees clearly 
if only for the barest of frightening moments— 

the surface of things has become their sum. 
Fumbling in panic along his spine 
her hands seem numb and awkward 
as she reactivates him, as she fiercely 
embraces his warming flesh, her li])S 
at first seem made of clay as they bmise 

themselves on the muscles of his chest. 

And afteiward, as they lie abed together, 
sweating and seemingly sated as one, 
their limbs still intertwined, as they share 
a crystal goblet of some rare Stelliiui vintage 
he has select,ed and chilled to her sa1.isfaction, 

as he somehow hangs without seeming to hang 
upon her every precious syllable and gesture, 
as he holds her safe and secure within his 
ai'ins without ever seeming to possess her, 
the shallow illusion of her life again complete, 
she praises tlie mulying depths of their love, 

the vertiginous heights of their passion, 
and she speculates at length on the child 
she has decided they will have when 
tliey return to Eai th— a girl? a boy?— 
of how vei7 perfect, how very beautiful, 
andforevei- a child, it. will no doubt be. □ 
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The architect of Amber leads us through 
the gallery of his mind. 




BY ROGER ZELAZNY 




TALKING THROUGH THE GALLERIES OF MY MIND, 
off toward their shadowy beginnings some- 
where to the west of Dream, I am surprised 
by how much the art of the fantastic has been 
with me. I have never taken tlris walk in its 
entirety before — only one ever-changing wing 
or corridor at a time — so this is actually a discovery. I see now 
that the things I remember of books from back 
read are, of course, the pic- 
tures. But I see, too, that it was 
always the quirky and offbeat 
illustrations that attracted me 
and found places for them- 
selves here. 

I recall the oddly simple drawings for the 
Doctor Dolittle books and the elegant, in- 
triguing ones ^Ton\ Alice. I remember leafing 
tlu'ough comic books involving the Human 
Torch and Submariner, and tlic Sunday fun- 
nies— ‘N’ Slats, Captain Easy, Ten-y 
and the Pirates, Smilin’ Jack, Alley Oop, 

Prince Valiant, Little Orphan Annie. I al- 
ways wanted more of old Groggins, the 
Dragon Lady, Big Stoop, Punjab, The Asp, 
and Evil Eye Fleagle. Not to mention more 
aerial combat, dinosaurs, and battle scenes. 

These were the sorts of things that encour- 
aged me to read at an early age. 

From later, I recall a large volume I read 
when I was 10 or 11, recounting the story of 
the Ring of the Nibelungs, color plates 
throughout, including a striking Rhine 




Maiden; also Bulfmch’s Tales of Charle- 
magne, with its N. C. Wyeth plates. From 
about the same time, I remember the covers 
of pulp magazines. And a little later the 
artists’ names sometimes began to regis- 
ter — names like Margaret Bnindage (yes, I 
read baclavards as well as forward), Virgil 
Finlay, John Allen St. John, Hannes Bok— 
never guessing that one of my stories (“A 
Rose for Ecclesiastes”) was fated to become 
Bok’s last commission. Arid I had begun 
writing early enough to be illustrated by Rn- 
lay, also. 

Later still, I watched the art scene won- 
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FAR LEFT: BUI Toma makes us fear "T}ie 
Gxiar'dian, ” born of molten metal. ABOVE: 
David Mattingly's “Oiion," captures the 
wonder of the starry n ight for the book by 
Ben Bova. LEFT: Other luorlds have their 
own special mins, as tour guide Tim 
Hildebrandt shows in ‘"Watchman.” 
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In James Christensen’s “Once Upon A 
Time” a mystical storyteller relates 
astonishing tales of humans to the crea- 
tures of u7iagination. The keybearcr 
peeking ftwn behind the tree at right is 
none other thayi the publisher Ian 
Ballentine, who is credited with popu- 
larizing I'olkein’s Lord of the Rings 
seties in America. (© 1991, Greenwich 
Workshop, Inc,. D'umbuU, CT. ) 



dering liow the various artists’ styles would 
go with my writing. I still remember how 
when I fust saw Vaughn Bode’s work, I knew 
that he had to illustrate my two cliildren’s 
books— Up High and Here There Be 
Dragons. His work had a special bite to it 
that seemed to tit them perfectly. (Way Up 
High, by the way, w^is Vaughn’s title, not 
mine. I didn’t, like my working title and asked 
him for suggestions. I did like his title and I 
used it. Unfoilunately, a number of prospec- 
tive publishers didn’t agree on this, because 
that, was the ’60s, Vaughn seemed the arche- 
typal hippie, and the word “high” had its sj)e- 
cial connotations.) 

Aitd Gahan Wilson’s wonderfully t,wisted 
caricatures of so many of the area’s types 
made me want to work with him. I wrote 



him a letter in 1979, asking wliether he might 
be interested in a liazy project involving Jack 
the Ripper's dog. He was too busy, but I 
saved his letter because he’d sketched the 
dog beneath his signature. It was only re- 
cently that I accidentally remembered it, fig- 
ured a way to do the story right, and was 
able to persuade him to come aboard on A 
Night in the Lonesome October. Well worth 
the wait.I do not think my gallery is a place 
of which Andre Malraux would disapprove. 
In his “Museum Without Walls” section of 
Vb/ccs of Silence, he comes down on ait mu- 
seums— an invention of the past couple of 
centuries — as fostering an academic con- 
cern for style at the expense of originality. 
But the gallei 7 in my mind is eccentrically 
organized and things keep getting moved 




about by the invisible curator, so that I’ve 
never had time to group things along any 
special lines for long. For example, a series 
of Tom Canty covers were over by the stained 
glass wndows last month. Now tliey’re witit a 
group of Japanese dolls, as I recently noticed 
how some folds on one of his figure’s gar- 
ments reminded me of those of the Monkey 
King’s as he reads the sacred scriptures in 
Holmsai’s woodblock for the 1833 Japanese 
retelling of Journey to the West. Timothy 
Ti-uman’s Jonah Hex— holding his horse’s 
reins in his teeth as he uses both hands to 
trigger his pistols into an attacker’s ab- 
domen— has been moved from the vicinity of 
a still from Tnie Gvi I into Uie company of Ro- 
manesque and Renaissance equestrian stat- 
uary out in the couityard, where Amphytrion 




is about to drive his chariot into the abyss. 

No, my curator does not group by style. I 
have them hung more along literary lines, in 
terms of what Baudelaire referred to as 
“echoes aitd coitespondences,” and for me 
these are malleable values as I live longer 
and witness more. 

B ill Toma’s “Guaedian” 
sculpture, the dragon 
with the egg, is part of 
a series which includ- 
es “Sentinel,” “Dragon Watch,” 
“Dragon Keep,” “Dragonscape,” 
“Battleground,” and “Dragon- 

slayer”. “Guardian” demonstrates that no 
subject is ever exhausted in the hands of the 
proper artist. To talk about too many uni- 
corns or too many dragons today is like ac- 
cusing the Renaissance aitists of too many 
Annunciations or Nativities. 

David Mattingly’s, work is classically 
heroic in character. His canvases are obvi- 
ous windows to Golden Age action adven- 
tures — which, if not yet written, I could 
easily be tempted to do myself. In fact, I 
once did, for he executed the cover for my 
Wizard’s World for Baen Books. 

And here Dean Morrissey has rendered his 
wizard among those intricately patterned 
macltines he does so well— so elaborate t hat 
they cross the lines of machinedom to be- 
come their opposite— magical objects. 




TOP: Dean Momssey’s Santa Claus-like 
wizard works intently in his obsei'vatoi'y 
“Charting the Stars.” (© 1993, Mill Pond 
Pi'ess.) ABOVE: Randal Spanglei' invites 
us to spend a night at the “Mushmom 
Inn. ” 
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Christmas ornament representations of sci- 
entific instillments, alchemical devices ca- 
pable of faking science for the unwary or for 
those who wish to be fooled as at an elabo- 
rate magical show. 

Around the corner, James Christensen 
brings fairy tales to life in enchanted woods 
but a twist away from our reality. 1 keep it 
alone here, like a medieval tapestry. It’s too 
rich for anything else to hang nearby. I also 
grow mushrooms in this area. Watch your 
step, please. 

Walking on, I see Tim Hildebrandt’s evoca- 
tive “Watchman." This sort of illustration 
might serve as a contest piece, inspiring 
dozens of good tales to go behind it, there 
are so many possibilities in that scene. 

Faither along is Randal Spangler’s “Mush- 
room Inn," a fairy-tale piece which might be 
played as either dark or light, though I think 
it was intended as the latter. But I am ever 
perverse in the face of ambiguity, for I’ve 
read the Brothers Grimm and know better 
than to trust surfaces. 

And then there is Moebius, his dragon 
more iguanalike than batlike, and peering 
across an abyss, stolid, toward one of the fly- 
ing sort, his rider perhaps readying a weapon 
to bring to boar on the other. Moebius’ art 
has always suggested to me so much more 
than it depicts, t:hougli it is more often dear 



and well-lighted than not. It is the art of the 
odd moment, the time between happenings, 
the suggestive pause before or after the 
spectacular — Oriental in its subtlety, like the 
Japanese theater, leaving the best line to re- 
main forever unspoken. 

H ere, near the window 
that opens upon the 
galaxy’s core, is “Sins 
of the Fathers” by 
Kelly Freas. Kelly has been 
around since forever and 
knows all of the tricks. In this 

one it is his mastery of color and the trans- 
action between the background and the 
foreground that took my attention first. Kelly 
was remarking to me awhile back that he 
has never illustrated one of my stories. True. 
Pity. One day we must remedy this. 

Then we come to the bright, humorous 
work of James Warhola. He has depicted my 
stuff— from the paperback cover of Unicom. 
Variations to the latest hardcover. Here’s a 
man of many parts, combining-crystal dear- 
realism with a touch of fantasy for near-sur- 
real effects. 




To continue my metaphor, I might now 
gesture down a long, dark corridor which 
has suddenly appeared to my left and, like 
the Spirit of Christmas Yet to Come, indicate 
that that’s where I intend to display the 
works of the future that most delight me. 
Perhaps they are already hanging there, 
waiting. There are probably more gifted 
artists working in our area today than ever 
before. It is a good thing to be watching 
them and to be watching for them. Never 
stop. It repays. 

Since it really is a museum without walls, 
all of our galleries must intersect, some- 
where here in psychospace. We could check 
out that corridor now, right on over into 
realtime. Let’s. □ 
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FAR LEFT: In Kelly Freas’ “Sins of Ike 
Fathers, ” an Illustration for the sloiy by 
Stanley Schmidt, fantasy and sciencejic- 
lion make a unique blend. AJSOVE: James 
Warholo shows us the face of the alien in 
“Callahan 's Crosstime Saloon, "for the 
book by Spider Robinson. LEFT: Moebius 
turns fantasy into SF^oith his distinctive 
laming of “The Dragon. " 




Comics 

By Damian Kilby 



Age of Reptiles looks at life 
from the dinosaurs’ point of view. 




Ricardo Delgado’s 
loving portrayal 
reinvents the 
dinosaur comic 
book with a unique 
form of storytelling. 



D o WE NEED ANY MORE DINOSAURS? 

There were plenty of dinosaur-related 
products out there even before the record- 
breaking success of Steven Spielberg’s 
Jurassic Park. Now, thanks to the megabucks gener- 
ated by the movie, the dinosaur phenomenon has gone 
into overdrive. You can find them on TV and in movies, 
books, posters, magazines and, of course, comic books. 

In the midst of this over-crowded market, the new 
color, four-issue miniseries of Reptiles, stands out 
as a notable contender for your dinosaur dollars. 

This comic book takes a \^ei'y serious, but I dare say 
loving, look at dinosaurs, roaming free in their own 
world. Its success rides on the considerable strengths 
of the beautiful, naturalistic artwork by Ricardo Del- 
gado. This artist is a stranger to the world of comics; he 
is best known for his design work on the TV series Deep 
Space Niue. 

Leave it to Dark Horse Comics — known to be both in- 
novative and commercially savvy — to present a dino- 
saur comic that completely bypasses all the expected 
comic book fonnulas for approaching a subject matter of 
this nature. Age of Reptiles has nothing in comnion with 
the more predictable genre comics, such as the spoofy 
Dinosaurs Incoiporated or the melodramatic, action- 
adventure superheroics ofTurok, Dinosaur Hunter. 

Instead Delgado shows us the dinosauis purely in their 
natural habitat, caught up solely in the concerns of their 
own prehistoric era Wfitile this would seem to be such an 
obvious approach, I do not believe that it has been used 
in any other fictional depiction of the giant reptiles. 
When the film Jumssic Park fust came out, a friend 



of mine who was raving about it could not resist adding 
that she wished the movie had skipped the human pails 
and Just shown more of the dinosauis romping about in 
their natural state. She wanted, in essence, one of those 
public television nature shows that could somehow 
magically peer back through the curtains of millennia 
to record the dinosauis in their natural state. 

This is probably the kind of movie Delgado would have 
wished for, too. And so he has created it in comic book 
form. There are no humans involved here; and there are 
no science fiction or fantasy themes injected into the 
plot to detract from the feeling of pure dinosaur action. 

In keeping witli this purity, Age of Reptiles in fact con- 
tains no words at all. Comics are generally thought to 
tell a story through the combination of words and pic- 
tures. Here there are no narration boxes to explain what 
is going on, no thought balloons, and not even a single 
one of those colorful comic book sound effects. 
Amongst other things, words help focus the readers at- 
tention, pacing the stoiy, filling in details, and adding 
depth. But they may also act as a barrier, always re- 
minding the reader of the author’s voice, and the human 
presence beliind the stoiy. In Age of Reptiles the images 
do all the work, like ancient cave drawings, the artifice 
of storytelling trimmed down to the basics, 

There is a plot of sorts. The story is centered around 
a Deinonychus pack (they were slightly larger cousins 
of the Velociraptor — the featured “villains” of Jurassic 
Park), following their stniggles to feed, protect their 
young and avoid being eaten by larger predatore. The 
greatest of their enemies are the tyrannosaurs, who 
seem almost to be specifically out to get these smaller— 
but. equally-vicious-looking predators. It’s a bit like an 
ongoing turf wai’. 

The life of the Deinonyclnis pack takes on the di- 
mensions of tragedy with the fortunes of our “heroes” 
going from bad to woise. You have to admire their stub- 
born, animal tenaciousness, which over the couree of 
the story does come to feel like some kind of heroism. 

It is the art that makes it all work. Delgado has put in 
far more research and painstaking detail than is nor- 
mally seen in the comic book medium. 

He makes use of the tight, controlled lines of a scien- 
tific illustrator: eveiything rendered to model an illusion 
of reality. It is as if he were a nature artist, working from 
real life flora and fauna. There are no wild stylistic flour- 
ishes or “artistic” exaggerations. Delgado’s passion 
seems to be for showing his creations as real, breathing 
animals, with ev^ery joint and scale in the right place and 
every movement dynamic and natural. His style reaches 
moments of still beauty which linger in the mind’s eye. 
My favorite drawing is of a fish, in the first panel of the 
second issue. Looking at it, I can believe in the existence 
of this particular primordial fish. 

Such a style risks stiffness, but instead, Delgado man- 
ages to evoke a constant sense of movement: both the 
distinctly animalistic movements of the great reptiles 
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The Answers to Life’s Questions 
are Closer Than Think 
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and the cinematic movement of the “cam- 
era’s” eye. We glide through the primeval 
world through broad panoramas all the way 
to tight close-ups. The point of view cuts 
sharply from moments of pastoral tranquil- 
lity to flashes of carnivorous savagery. 

What is it that makes dinosaurs so end- 
lessly fascinating? They still make us tingle, 
reconnecting us to nerves wired into memo- 
ries of childhood thrills and chills. 

Most of all they are scary monsters, big, 
ugly and hungry. But they are monsters that 
really did exist, that once walked upon the 
same ground we do. Images of them empha- 
size how completely different our world 
once was— as different as an alien world 
might be to us now. As science fiction read- 
ers we understand the fascination with that, 
which is different— and in this case there 
could be alien bones waiting to be dug up in 
our own backyards. 

The artwork neatly captures the alienuess 
of these dinosaurs to whom we are sup- 
posed to relate, not only in the way they 
move or eat, but also by the looks on their 
faces. Delgado makes all his dinosaurs ex- 
pressive, but never falls into the trap of try- 
ing to humanize them in any way. We see 
that there is more than a little hint of int elli- 
gence in their eyes, just enough so that we 
start to wonder what it is they are thinking. 

As we look over the images in this comic 
book, it starts to sink in Just how success- 
fully the artist has brought “the age of rep- 
tiles” to life, drawing us deeply into the 
prehistoric world. You will find yourself 
catching the spai'k of pleasure in the eye of 
a pterodactyl, the weight of premeditated 
malice scrunching the brow of a tyran- 
nosaur, or the looks of glee on the faces of 
the Deinonychus pack members as they 
begin to feed. Delgado’s craftsmanship mid 
love for his subject have clearly paid off, 
capturing on the printed page the pure stuff 
of our fascination with dinosaurs. □ 
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Horse, trade paperback, $14.95, 128 pages) is 
a paranoid SF nightmare that could have 
been plucked from the brain of Philip K. 
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warning. To get the full effect of this one, 
you don’t want to watch the shortened fea- 
ture film version (also called The Phantom 
Empire). No, to truly appreciate the tine aw- 
fulness of this concoction, you must watch 
the original 12-chapter serial. 

This is a one-of-a-ldnd production, in 
which cowboy Gene Autiy discovers an en- 
tiyway to the evil subterranean empire of 
Miirania virtually next door to his ranch! Not 
only does he have to defeat giant robots 
(made of cardboard, of course) and hideous 
death rays in this kingdom under the earth 
(to prevent them from conquering the 
world — oh, we knew (hat already), but he 
has to periodically nish back topside to his 
liome, Radio Ranch, and sing cowboy songs! 
And Gene’s helped not only by t he immortal 
Smiley Burnette, but. by tlie Junior Thunder 
Riders, sort of a cowboy version of the Bow- 
ery Boys (and girls), complete with inane ju- 
\'enile humor. 

.'^id two-fisted action? In the best serial 
tradition, you have at least two fistfights per 
episode. The chapter titles say it all; “The 
Singing Cowboy,” “Phantom Broadcasting,” 
“Jaws of Jeopardy,” and “Prisonei's of the 
Ray.” And the whole thing’s a mere four and 
a half hours long! 

A handy party liint; Show chapters of this 
serial between other jawdropper features 
and watch people flee your home! Amazing. 

PLAN NINE FROM OUTER SPACE 
(1959). Yeah, I know eveiyone’s seen this, 
but it has to be on the list, This is the good 
bad movie of all time, featuring Bela Lugosi’s 
home movies, a stand-in for Lugosi who 
looks absolutely nothing like the original, 
and a fight between the wooden sets and di- 
alogue to see which can be more ridiculous. 
“Inspector Clay’s dead— murdered— and 
someone’s responsible!” 

Ed Wood is the one responsible, as the 
writer/director of this opus, which was re- 
portedly financed by the Baptist Church! 
All of the Ed Wood regulai-s are in this one, 
too, including the immortal Tor Johnson, 
who actually has dialogue in this film, and 
the psychic Criswell, who introduces the 
movie as a “true” stoiy, and then goes on to 
ramble unintelligibly about the “meaning” of 
what you’re going to see. 

And the plot. There’s a plot? Well, yes, 
these aliens aio bent on (ta-da!) conquering 
the world, using the Plan Nine of the title, 
which has something to do with turning 
corpses into zombies. (Another recom- 
mended Ed Wood movie, which isn’t science 
fiction, but you can hardly tell, is Glenn or 
Glenda, or I Changed My Se.v.) 

ROBOT MONSTER (1953). Another inept 
3-D opus, this one stars a monster whose 
costume is a gorilla suit topped by a div'er’s 
helmet. Tliis feareome monster has already 
conquered the world, wiping out all but a 



handful of humanity, apparently with the aid 
of a bubble machine (you know, t he kind 
Lawrence Welk used to accompany his 
Champagne Music?). I say apparently, be- 
cause we never get to see this mass de- 
struction, except for some old newsreel 
footage from World Wai' II. 

And then there are all those dinosaurs 
who keep showing up in a lot of old footage 
from (he silent vereion of One Million B.C., 
in which the dinosaure spend a lot of I ime 
attacking each other (!) with naiy a human 




In The Giant Claw, the winged monster 
J'ro7n 17,000,0008.0. looks moreUkean 
escapee J'rom Sesame Street. 



in sight. What this has to do with world de- 
struction is anybody’s guess, but it sure 
takes up a lot of screen time. 

And the dialogue! “I don’t know if you’re 
too smart to be beautiful, or too beautiful to 
be smart." Then there's this one scene in 
which two lovere, who must remain silent in 
oi'der to avoid the robot monster, silently act 
out an entire courtship. And the monster’s 
speeches are even more convoluted, espe- 
cially after he falls in love (!) with a human 
female. “At what point on the graph do must 
and cannot meet?” he wails. Pure poetry. 
(This must be seen to be believed.) 

By the way, the monster’s name is Ro-man. 
He’s out to kill Hu-mans. Unbelievably 
cheesy, and unbelievably great. 

That’s my 10. There are a lot of others t.hat 
almost made the list (Attack of the Killer 
Shrews, with the title monsters actually 
played by dachshunds in shrew suits; 
Teenagers From Outer Space, in which the 
monstere are giant lobsteis; and Mars Needs 
Women, in which the alien attack force is led 
by Tommy Kirk of Walt Disney/Beach Party 
fame, come immediately to mind), and I’m 
sure you can come up with a few jawdrop- 
pers of your own. I want to add here that I 
have only scratched the surface of the true 
awfulness of the above films, and should you 
view them, you will find as many or more 
horrible suiprises awaiting you. 

Ready? Plop that tape in the VCR. Open 
mouth. And watch. □ 
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also artists or musicians or, in my case, 
wrilere — and in some cases, veiy good. One 
of the professoi's whom I had at Brown was 
a concert-level pianist, and he was com- 
lilaining that now that he was a professor, he 
was unable to practice an hour a day, which 
is what is required merely to keep his skills 
from deteriorating. 

ANDREWS: Wliy aren’t these skills and 
I his breadth usually reflected in fiction or 
the media? 

SHEFFIELD: Scientists are not aggres- 
sive. They tend t o let their public percept ion 
be dictated by others. They need to be more 
aggressive at pointing out that they’re better 
than other people. They’re not just as good 
as Ollier people — they’re better than other 
Iieople. /Vnd w'e don’t do that. And I include 
engineei's, Allan. Tlie point is that, yes, you 
can be a scientist and can also write literate 
Englisii, and you can appreciate symphonies 
ancl maybe even compose them, and you can 
be athletic. We tend to let ourselves be type- 
cast as bespectacled narrow wimpish jico- 
ple, and that’s really our own fault. We 
should go out and sort of kick intellectual 
ass a bit, which we don’t do. 

ANDREWS: We are the writere of the stuff. 
We should be accountable for any changes— 
or lack of changes — within the field. 

BENFORD: I agree completely. Abso- 
lutely, scientists have allmved their nerd 
image to be manipulated and let it be im- 
posed by others. It’s our job to go out there 
and change the terms of debate. We ctm only 
do it by trying to write the kind of novel we 
have not successfully written. We have to 
find a different kind of science novel. Not 
necessarily science fiction, although I think 
science fiction is one way to go. Let me put 
it. this way. We must make the great, issues 
of science and technology emotionally trans- 
parent to a large public, because we ap- 
proach them intellectually, when the broad 
novelist always approaches the emotions. 

SHEFFIELD: Again, scientists are no dif- 
ferent than other people. To write a book 
about scientists requires that you represent 
all of human emotions, and then add the 
dimension of science. It’s much harder to 
write a really good book about scientists 
than it is to write a really good book about 
homeless people. I’ve picked an example 
that is a bad one, perhaps. 

ANDREWS: If you want a really negative 
impression of science and technology, you 
take Stephen Kings The Sland, where all the 
good guys have been led by a dreaming 
woman up in the hills, and all the greenies 
and good people go there. The bad people 
go to Las Vegas and ha\'e nucieai’ weapons 
and crucify people on telephone poles, and 
all the engineeis and scientists go up there. 
Given those two choices, and not knowing 
anything about evil or good, I probably 



would have gone with what turned out to be 
the bad guys, because they turned out to 
have a much more interesting life being in 
Las Vegas than up in the hills of Colorado. 

LANDIS: The interesting thing is that in 
that book the people really never had a 
choice as to which camp they could go with. 
They were telepatliically called to cither one 
or the other. 

ANDREWS: But eveiybody who had an 
interest in technology wound up as bad and 
getting vaporized. 

BENFORD: We have to, as scientists, stop 
whining and start conveying our essence to 
the larger public, the whole society. Or else 
it, is going to be done for us by people who 
are not merely ignorant of us, but despise us. 

SHEFFIELD: Despise us, and at the same 
lime, are a little scared of us. 

LANDIS: I think what people really don’t 
understmid about science is that we’re en- 
gaged in putting together a jigsaw puzzle of 
a billion pieces, and any given scientist is 
only working on one or two pieces, and is 
not jieisonally going to make huge changes 
in an afternoon. Changes come from teams 
of a hundred or a tliousand, with eveiybody 
paint ing in a little piece of the picture, and all 
together, from all the scientists working in 
the field, things advance. Even Einstein built 
on foundations laid by hundreds of earlier 
researchers, from Lorentz back through 
Maxwell. Chances are tliat even if I do make 
a breakthrough in a laboratoi-y lomon'ow, I 
may not even understand what it is. It’s 
teams of other people that are going to build 
a theory that explains what I see, and many 
thousands of other people— the people who 
have come up with the new instruments, and 
the vacuum systems and the mass spec- 
tromctei's and all of the lit tle pieces. Science 
is veiy much a team effort. It’s not a single 
brilliant individual going on in solitude and, 
after 10 yeais, coming up with an invention 
that changes the world. 

SHEFFIELD: Occasionally that does 
happen. Einstein worked for years in the 
Swiss Patent Office, essentially in solitude, 
and came up with ideas, if not inventions, 
that changed the w'orld. But I admit that Ein- 
stein, no matter how^ long he w'orked, could 
not pereonally have built an atomic bomb or 
a nuclear reactor. 

ANDREWS: That’s why so many science 
fiction stories have to do with engineers, 
technologists, and implementei's. Because 
many limes those are individuals wherein 
one person can invent something that 
changes a lot of stuff 

BENFORD: Edison. 

LANDIS: Edison was the head of a large 
industrial laboratoiy 

BENFORD: Eventually! 

ANDREWS: But you have a Tesla, on 
the other hand, who w'as one of these bril- 
liant people wlio, other than alternating cur- 
rent electricity, didn’t accomplish much 
because he did w’ork alone. He insisted on 
working alone. 
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BENFORD: Goodyear. 

LANDIS: One other image that is perva- 
sive in our culture comes not from science 
fiction but from Gilligan’s Island. And that’s 
the image of the scientist able to wander 
down the beach, pick up coconuts and 
pieces of string, and put together any soil of 
gadget required. 

ANDREWS: I wrote an essay a few years 
back called Where’s the Enterprise?, be- 
moaning the fact that in the most popular 
medium we have today, television, there are 
no i)ositive images of anyone who thinks or 
invents or does research or even makes 
money. People always ask, “Wfiiat about Star 
DvkT and I say no, in Star Dvk you ne\’er 
see the work that went into designing any of 
this stuff, you never see even the Academy, 
for example, or where the hell t hey all train. 
The other bad thing about Slar Trek is that 
they all work for the government. I brought 
that up at the Commerce Department one 
time at a technical meeting, and everyone 
roared. You look at television — there are 
cops, there are lawyer's, there are doctors, 
there are investigators, and you have Mc- 
Gy\'er, who’s a good tinkerer, makes things 
out of coconut shells and stuff, but you 
never see the brainwork that it took for liim 
t o know how to make a nuclear' weapon out 
of kitchen chemicals. 

LANDIS: The other thing I think science 
fiction fails to accurately portray is that in 
science fiction, the exper'iments all work the 
first time, And when people get a great re- 
sult, it wasn’t just a mistake because the 
coax cable wasn’t terminated properly. 

BENFORD: The signal to noise r atio is 
vvi'ong. Science is really just a foi'm of orga- 
nized common sense. Also, a way of being 
scrupulously honest, admitting that we 
would love to lie to ourselves. 

LANDIS: Really, it’s away oflookirigforer- 
I'ors and a way to make observations unbiased. 

ANDREWS: And science and engineering 
both, unlike most other acti\itics— outside 
(those] of writers, artists and sculptor's, I 
guess — when we get through, the work is 
ouUhere for all to look at, for all to criticize. 
It either' stairds or falls. It's not like being a 
politicicUi or a lawyer, where Uiere are many, 
many interpretations of it, and value or suc- 
cess depends on the judgement of others. 

SHEFFIELD: It’s the old reason why it’s 
better to be a doctor than an engineer. Wfiien 
an engineer makes a mistake, the bridge falls 
down and people kick up a dreadful stink 
about it. Wren a doctor makes a mistake, it’s 
buried before it has time to stink. Of course, 
being a lawyer is even belter. When a lawyer 
makes a mistake, a mistrial is declared, so 
he gets paid twice. 

SF AGE: Any final comments? 

BENFORD: I used to be on my high school 
tennis team, and I leai'ned two things. It’s 
better to play an offensive game than a de- 
fensive one, geirerally. Science has not been 
doing that. And second, if you are losing, 
change your game. □ 
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Games 

By Greg Costikyan 



Star-spanning space opera 

comes to life in Traveller: The New Era. 



The new and 
improved Traveller 
makes the future 
real. Cover art by 
John Zeleznik. 




r MAGLVE POW'ERFUL STARSI RPS LEAPING ACROSS THE 
\ oid; imagine a universe teeming with strangeness 
and alien life; imagine soimdless battles across the 
emptiness of space, star traders braving the un- 
known in search of wealtli, mercenaries dropping from 
the skies to topple planetaiy dictatorehips or establish 
their own. Imagine, in other words, the kind of star-span- 
ning science fiction that, however disparate our field has 
become, remains its center in popular imagination. 

And imagine, then, that one may adventure in such a 
universe, at least in the vicarious way offered by role- 
playing. That is the promise Traveller made to gamers 
w'hen it was first published, lo, these 16 years ago. And 
while many fine science fiction games have since ap- 
peared, none better captures the sense and sensibility of 
hard-science interstellar adventure. 

The original Traveller was of a clean and intelligent 
design, and quite easy to leam; and the Imperium, the in- 
terstellai*, human-dominated empire it and subsequent 
products explored, a fascinating place. On the strengtli 
of Traveller, GDW— already known as a publisher of 
first-rate war games — earned a reputation for top-notch 
role-playing design. 

Eventually, the original Tra veller went out of print, to 
be replaced by Traveller 2300 and MegaTmveller, tw'^o 
incompatible games that shared something, but not a 
great deal, witlr the original. With T-aveller: The New 
Era (Original design: Marc Miller, et al.; Neiv Era de- 
sign: Frank Chadwick, Dave Nilsen and Loren K. Wise- 
man; $25.00, 384 pages, trade paperback), GDW seeks to 



recapture the excitement of the original. 

Have they been successful? Is The Neiv Era a great 
improvement on its predecessor? Should fans of the 
original game search it out? And should others, too? 

All these questions deserve a qualified yes. 

Any role-playing game must be judged by tlu'ee crite- 
ria: whether the game system is clean and flexible; 
whether the background makes for interesting adven- 
tures; and whether the rules themselves are well-written 
and organized. The New Era shines on the first two 
counts, and suffers on the third. 

The state of the art in role-playing design has ad- 
vanced in the 16 years since tire original Traveller, and 
time has exposed awkwardnesses in what was originally 
a fine and well-conceived design. The New Em goes far 
to solve many of these problems. For instance, charac- 
ter generation in both games involved choosing an early 
career for your character, and rolling dice to determine 
what skills he or she has learned prior to beginning play. 
One problem in the original Traveller was that charac- 
ters could die in the course of character generation. Re- 
alistic, perhaps, but annoying, as it meant you had to 
start over from scratch. The new edition eliminates the 
problem by replacing Ihe death roll with an “end of char- 
acter creation” roll — you simply start playing at the 
point that your character would have died under the old 
rales. Simple, elegant, and to the point. 

Combat has also changed drastically; the original 
T)-aveller had a simple system that sufficed, M'hile New 
Era has a complex and involved system based on Tioi- 
light 2000, another GDW ganre. Playere who want com- 
bat-heavy adventures will appreciate this, as the new 
system offers many more options and possibilities. 

Neiv Era's universe is fai' better suited to science fiction 
adventure than that of the original game. The Imperium, 
the star-spanning empire of the original Traveller, was 
well-conceived and interesting; but it had a fatal flaw. 
Adventure occurs where civilization meets the wild — at 
the frontier, in time of wai; and at the interstices of law 
and crime. The Imperium was just too civilized, too set- 
tled, and too lawful. It was hard to find that intersection 
between sanity and chaos that makes for adventure. 

In New Era, the Imperium has fallen, and the long 
night has begun. The whole stellar arm is in chaos, and 
the players must either carve out safety for themselves, 
or join in tiying to re-establish civilization. The potential 
for adventure is everywhere. 

Where Era sometimes falls down is in its writing, 
organization, and attention to detail. For instance, every 
character has ‘attributes,’ like Strength, which are rep- 
resented by numbers between 1 and 15. After age 33, 
you need to roll a die to see if age reduces your attribute; 
if you roll equal to or higher than the attribute, you’re 
fine, but if you roll less than it, the number goes down by 
one. Obviously, you can’t roll less tlian 1 on a die; so if 
your Strength is 1, it will stay that way indefinitely. 

Fine so far. But another rule says that your character 
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suffers an "aging crisis’' when an attribute is 
reduced to zero. Can’t happen. In the origi- 
nal T)-aveller, it could; the rules were differ- 
ent. No one noticed that changes in one rule 
required changes in another. Sloppy. 

Sioppiness isn't confined to system. No- 
where in these rules is there a specific re- 
quirement established that a human charac- 
ter be of a specific gender or race. Any 
character is potentially of any race and of ei- 
ther sex. So all characters are mongrelized 
lieniiaphrodites? Or all characteis can change 
sex and racial characteristics on whim? 
What they actually mean, of coiuse, is that you 
may choose to be of either sex or any race. 
It would be nice if they’d put it that simply. 

Nit-picking? Yes — but there are a lot of 
nits to be picked. The original Trovcllerwos 
about 60,000 words in length. New Em is 
more than 300,000 words long. Obviously, it 
is much more difficult to maintain control 
over a product of such length. One might be- 
moan the industiy's trend toward bulk at the 
expense of attention to detail; but on the 
other hand. New Era’s extra 240,000 words 
contain a great deal of interesting back- 
ground, and some useful systems, not in- 
cluded in the original game. As with mucli 
software, though, the flaws of this edition do 
make one anticipate \'ei'sion 2.0. 

Should fans of the original game and oth- 
ers interested in intei-stellai- roleplaying look 
for Era? Unquestionably; the system is 
superior, as is the background, and an expe- 
rienced gamemaster will easily pick llie nits. 
Complete role-playing no\ices might better 
cut their teeth on simpler and better orga- 
nized games. New Era admirably captures 
the spirit of hard-science interstellar adven- 
ture; tliere’s no better game on the topic. □ 
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The Living God Within 

ConUnued from page 69 

ting and stait more bleeding and turned her 
attention to his legs. 

Propping the light between two bricks, she 
moved carefully to clear away as much of 
the debris as possible, trying to get a good 
look. She reached down and felt around and 
saw with relief that, apptu'ently some of the 
boards from the cart had actually shielded 
Robe’s legs a bit. She palpated him carefully, 
watching his face, but he didn’t react beyond 
complaining that she was tickling him. She 
moved her inspection up, atid asshe reached 
his upper body, he cringed and she heard a 
sharp hiss of indrawn breath. 

“Tliat hurts. Reverend,” he managed t o get 
out past cracked lips. “Please make it stop,” 
“I’m sorry, I know, sweetheart, but 1 had 
to see how badly you’re hurt. And it’s not bad 
at all.” She smiletl refissuringly. “Just breathe 
carefully and don’t move too much.” She 
took his leathery hand and squeezed it gen- 
tly, picking up the cross and wrapping his 
fmgei-s around it. “There’s an ambulance on 
the way, and your parents will be with you 
soon.” She finished her inspection with a 
softly whispered prayer to God that calmed 
Robe, and her. 

Then she heard the murmur of voices 
from the hall and saw spiraling beams of 
brilliant light spearing the darkness, moving 
closer and closer. 

“They were already here,” Jhosh’s voice 
called out to her. “How is he?” 

“Severely dehydrated, but otherwise 
okay!" she yelled back. “Probably a cracked 
rib or two, but no concussion, and I don’t 
think there are any broken bones, just some 
cuts and abrasions. He’ll be just fine. He’s a 
real trooper!" She smiled down at him. “lie 
just needs fluids, some good food, a little 
cleaning up, and some loving care.” 

Robe looked suddenly embarrassed and 
he grabbed her hand urgently. 

“I messed my pants like a baby. ..please 
don’t tell my parents!” 

She bent down to kiss him liglttly. “It’s our 
secret. Don’t you wony. You’ll be just fine, 
honey.” 

“Thank you.” 

His face lit up happily and they turned to 
see a pair of white-clad medics and a police 
officer enter the room behind Jhosh. 

She moved back to give them room and 
closed her eyes to give a prayer of thanks for 
being led here. And not just for being led to 
this building, but for being drafted as am- 
bassador to Neos and for ha\ing met the 
Zemboves. For all the prayers and hopes. 
Robe had been given up for dead because he 
had not been sensed. That had been obvious 
with Jhosh, whose shocked reaction to dis- 
covering that the boy was alive had further 
confirmed her suspicions. Though the 
masses of Neos believed, the members of 
the church apparently knew better — and 



were not willing to consider more than the 
explainable. Even Jhosh. It made her sad. 
The miracles of Neos might not be the work 
of an overgracious God, directly, but why 
couldn’t they look beyond the ob\ious? 

She felt a surge of pity for their blindness. 

She opened her eyes, wiping them as teal's 
blurred her vision. Robe was looking up at 
her and when she met his gaze, his face lit ui) 
in a beaming smile that warmed her as she 
moved aside. 

The medics moved in and eased the cart 
off Robe with Jhosh’s help, and after lifting 
the boy onto the stretcher, they started an IV, 
and one medic held a bottle for Robe to drink 
from while the others sponged him down 
with sterile water. As they worked, awed 
glances brushed Christine regularly, and 
softly whispered comments were exchanged 
that she just knew were about her. They, at. 
least, believed, though it made her uncom- 
fortable to be the focus of their attention. 

Robe held out his hand anxiously as the 
medics carried him towards the doorway, 
and she mo\'ed up next to him to take it. 

“Don’t leave. Reverend," Robe begged. 

She squeezed his hand. “OK, I’ll stay with 
you.” 

He relaxed, and the medics shifted the 
stretcher so she could stay next to them as 
they headed for the street. 

A t the nnspiTAL a little while 
later, Robe was finally distracted 
by the ecstatically beaming Cam 
and Tana, who fell over each other 
trying to hug him and thank Christine alt at 
the same time. She urged them to concen- 
trate on their son, amazed at how suddenly 
he was the picture of health; all signs of the 
earlier dehydration were gone, even though 
only an hour had passed. Blowing him a kiss, 
she backed out of his room, only to run into 
Jhosh. 

“He is here. Reverend!” Jhosh had a funny 
smile on his face for a moment, but. then he 
bowed respectfully to her. 

“Who?” 

“The Supreme Reverend Sandiori,” he ex- 
plained. “He heard about your miracle and 
he is waiting for you in the hospital admin- 
istrator’s office." 

“Where do I go?” 

“Follow me.” He led the way dowt the hall 
while she tried to keep a st raight face. 

She felt just as she had when she had been 
called to the principal’s office when she was 
15. Together with two of her girlfriends, she 
had planted a tape recorder in the boys’ 
locker room and then wired it in to play the 
recorded locker room talk back over the 
school’s public address system — carefully 
selected segments of it, with readily identi- 
fiable speakers. It had been a little act of re- 
venge for an earlier invasion of the girls’ 
showers during a false fire alann. 

Her summons to meet Sandiori made her 
feel just like she had that morning. Everyone 
she passed in the hallways was gKnng her 
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carefully hidden, wide-eyed looks of awe 
that were making her a nen’ous wreck. She 
couldn’t believe how fast the news was 
spreading. On the way to the hospital, she 
had heard a local news broadcast announc- 
ing Robe’s rescue in reverent tones, and 
later, as the doctors were examining him 
wliile she waited in a lounge, she had seen 
the story picked up by the global net, work! 

J HOSI-I STAYED IN THE BACKGROUND AS 
Christine was ushered into the office 
where Sandiori was sitting at a desk, 
reading some papers. The administrator’s 
secretary neiYously led Christine towards a 
chair in front of Sandiori and then bowed to 
both of them as she backed out. 

The Supreme Reverend was a distin- 
guished looking, if somber, man in his 60s. 
He was clean-shaven, with a polished bald 
pate that reflected the sun from the window, 
lie wore simple gray shorts, sandals, a white 
short-sleeved shirt, and a loose maroon 
string tie. She envied him as she squirmed 
uncomfortably. This room was not as com- 
fortable as the church. 

“Sit down please.’’ Hard, gray eyes looked 
up briefly and then avoided iter. “I’ll be right, 
with you.” 

She looked ai*oimd tlie office and liked what, 
she saw. Plain and simple, the office was 
tastefully decorated with polished Ashgiani 
wood that was varnished to keep the grain 
down. Two of the walls were lined with flooi- 
to-ceiling bookshelves, filled with an impres- 
sive array of books that were disorganized 
just enough to show that they were not there 
for decoration. The other two walls held pic- 
ture windows looking out over an immacu- 
lately kept garden, and under the windows 
was a continuous low shelf, displaying a 
long row of beautiful Neosian ceramics. 

It was a veiy comfortable office, probably 
bordering on sacrilegious, according to what 
she had learned. A brief and sour visual sur- 
vey of the room by Sandiori confinned her 
suspicions and boded ill for the usual occu- 
pant of the office. 

With a bold stroke Sandiori finally finished 
his work and signed one of the papers he 
had been hunched over, and tlien he looked 
up as he shoved the papere into a briefcase. 

“My apologies, Reverend, but an adminis- 
trator’s job is never done. I’m sure even the 
regular occupant of tills office would agree.” 
He stood up and moved towards Christine 
to shake hands briefly. He ignored Jhosh. 

“You certainly know how to make an eii- 
tnuice, Reverend.” Reluctant respect battled 
annoyance on his face. “When I asked for a 
country preacher as the next ambassador, I 
certainly did not expect such a dramatic 
presence.” 

Or such comperi'ri'on.? Christine wondered 
suddenly, bothered by something in his atti- 
tude. She had the impression he was some- 
one who thoroughly enjoyed being the 
center of attention. Kind of forgot that van- 
ity is a sin, did we? 



He was oblivious to her reaction as he 
went on. 

“Jhosh mentioned that you had some 
questions to ask me. Go ahead.” 

Chastising hereolf for being petty, she 
asked: “Well, to begin with, why did you ask 
for a ‘countiy preacher’?” 

Sandiori returned to behind t he desk to sit 
rigidly erect in the plush chair. “From what 
I’ve read of Eaith, faith often seems slrongest 
in inral comiiiunities. I wanted someone out 
here who truly believed in God, There are a 
number offerees at work here," his eyes 
flashed briefly towards Jhosh, “and my 
hopes were that by bringing in someone like 
yourself, I could strengtlien the church’s po- 
sition by showing our people the power and 
value of faith in a culture in which miracles 
are not a staple of life.” 

Christine looked back at where Jhosh had 
settled on a straight-backed chair in the cor- 
ner. He didn’t look at all cowed by Sandiori’s 
evident hostility. Considering liis worried at- 
titude earlier, she mentally filed away the 
strilcing change of att,itiide and turned back 
to Sandiori. 

Ever since she had first been recniited as 
ambassador, the various briefings she had 
received had painted an incomplete picture 
of Neos, full of contradictions. The book 
Jhosh had showed her had resolved some of 
those and. bit by bit, she was starting to un- 
derstand more, but some of it was still bluny. 

“OK,” she went on bluntly. “Next question: 
what percentage of the population is psy- 
ciiic, and to what degree?” 

Sandiori immediately glared at Jhosh. 
“What did you say to her?” 

“I didn’t ‘say’ anything to her,” Jhosh an- 
swered tnitlifully with a satisfied smile. “She 
figured it all out herself.” 

“I did read about Hener Anderson back in 
the Church of the Rising God,” Christine ad- 
mitted. “while I was waiting for Jhosh to call 
you.” She wasn’t lying, and neither was 
Jliosh, so why get him in trouble? “Putting 
that together with the mutation problem I 
was told about, and eveiything else 1 have 
seen and heard here, a lot of things are be- 
coming clear, but I need to know the truth 
about your society.” Straightening and 
speaking firmly, she added: “I am the am- 
bassador, and to gel any help from Earth, 
you will need to go through me.” 

Sandiori’s face was turning some interest- 
ing shades of red as he struggled to maintain 
control, but finally he answered, 

“The mutation responsible for many 
Neosians' mild psychic ability is a geneti- 
cally dominant one and has spread to over 
80 percent of om‘ population. But less benign, 
though recessive, mutations are increasing, 
including an alanning rise in certain cancers 
which are resistant to elicited liealing.” 
Christine leaned forward. “Interesting 
choice of words: ‘elicited healing’. Do you 
believe in God?” She was afraid she knew 
the answer from what Jhosh liad admitted, 
but she wanted to be sure. 
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Sandiori just looked indignant. “I am the 
Supreme Reverend. Wliat kind of question is 
that?” 

“One you didn’t answer.” She pretended 
not to notice Jhosh’s stifled grin. 

“The church is the lifeblood of our world,” 
Sandiori tried again. “Our faith sustains our 
lives — ” 

“And power," Christine noted, prompting 
Sandiori to flinch. “But you still didn’t an- 
swer,” she pressed. “I think I’m stalling to sus- 
pect tliat wltile the church is finnly in charge, 
believei's aren’t.” She felt ill. “A church-mn 
world, without faith among the leadership?” 



now and admit prematurely where the regu- 
lar ‘miracles’ come from, it would mean the 
downfall of the entire church!” 

“Just as I said befoi’e.” He nodded, appar- 
ently no longer worried about Sandiori’s re- 
action. “It would destroy the faith of many 
and the veiy foundation of our society. The 
so-called progressives insist that it would 
only mean a brief trauma and then eveiyone 
would adjust, but I disagree. And so do most 
in the church, believeis or not. Our whole 
system of values and morals is so inextrica- 
bly linked with our faith that we are special 
in the eyes of God that if that were taken 



The mutation responsible for many 
Neosians’ mild psychic ability is a 
yenetically dominant one and has spread 
to over 80 percent of our population. 



Her eyes started to burn and she couldn’t 
stop the first of the tears that betrayed her. 

Jhosh had moved up behind her, and he 
laid a wanu hand on her shoulder. 

“Some of us are believers,” he reassured 
her. “We don’t see a coniradiction between 
faith and science.” 

H IS WORDS FILLED IN THE MISSING 
pieces, and she wiped her eyes 
surreptitiously iis she walked over 
to the window to think for a mo- 
ment. The heat of the angiy-looking sun that 
was assaulting the hardy blue-green grass 
outside was kept at bay by the iriple-paned 
windows, but outside even the flowere had 
curled up tightly, waiting for the cooler af- 
ternoon. She could almost feel the force of 
the sun's rays, and she wondered idly what 
they were doing to her. 

Well, there was nothing she could do 
about it. But at least she could get herself 
properly oriented. 

Ignoring Sandiori, she looked at Jliosh. 
“So, aside from the geiieral populace, who 
are all basically believers, we have one 
group in the church leadership that is com- 
fortably positioned in its cynical leadership, 
happy to take advantage of a dangerous se- 
cret in order to keep power. And you’re part 
of another group in the church who are be- 
lievers and who are aware of the tnith, but 
you have been afi'aid to re\'eal \\'hat you know. 
Any other players I should know about?” 
Jliosh looked a little sad as he answered. 
“A small group of hard-core scientists who 
dismiss any thought of God and who just 
want to treat the esper mutation like any otlier 
scientific discovery and do a completely ra- 
tional analysis of it and exploit it. They also 
want to see what else can be done with the 
mass focus that we achieve with prayers — ” 
“To be fair; both would be logical,” Chris- 
tine cut in, “and should be done. ..eventu- 
ally.” She saw Jhosh nod. “But if you do it 



away, I’m afraid there would be another 
social collapse.” 

Sandiori looked smugly satisfied. 

“But you don’t like the status quo, eitlier?” 
Christine asked. 

Jhosh frowned. “No. We’re li\ing and per- 
petuating a mtissive lie. It goes against all 
that I believe.” 

Christine’s head was swimming with the 
implications of what Jhosh was telling her. 
Now it made more sense, 

She turned to Sandiori. “The way I see it, 
you sent for someone like me so that you 
could have an ambassador who would be a 
little more pliable, who wouldn’t look beyond 
spiritual forces, and who would be recepti\^e 
to the dangers of letting word get back to 
Earth about your ‘miracles’. Is that about it?” 
“There is a lot, more to it. Reverend,” Sari- 
diori defended. “There is—” 

“Yes or no?” she cut him off, getting mad 
as she thought about the way he was de- 
ceiving a whole world for his ovm gain. 

He glared briefly at Jliosh but under Chris- 
tine’s scrutiny nodded reluctantly. “Yes.” 
“Thank you. And Jhosh,” she turned. 
“You’re sick of (he deception, but you are also 
afraid of what might happen if the truth gets 
out that there aren’t any ‘real’ miracles — ” 
“Ah. ..but you’re wrong,” Jhosh inter- 
rupted with a grin. “That was true until 
today. Wlien you found Robe, you were the 
vessel for a tme miracle. The whole world is 
already talking about it. Robe could not be 
sensed by even the strongest Esper among 
us— there has been a steady stream of them 
through the hospital since he was admit- 
ted— yet you found him. It has all the quali- 
ties of divine inspiration — ” 

“And deductive reasoning,” she pointed 
out, feeling uncomfortable about being so 
practical since part of her agreed witli him. 

“True, but this is for public consumption. 
And consideryour very presence and all the 
little factois (hat led you to find him. And 
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then, add to that the fact that the Zemboves 
had already spoken to the press about the 
strength of your prayere at the church; it all 
adds up to enough drama to sway anyone.” 

Christine felt almost giddy as she realized 
what he meant. “I get the impression that you 
feel this would be the perfect time to finally 
be honest and gradually reveal the tmth about 
how Neos’ prayeis and ‘miracles’ w'ork.” 

Jhosh nodded happily. “Precisely. Now 
that our people are talking about a tme mir- 
acle, wo won’t have to wony about them los- 
ing faith. We can simply accept, as I do, that 
the esper mutation was merely a gift from God 
to help ease our way to building a new life.” 

He moved close and look her ami to lead 
her back to her chair. 

She smiled up at him gratefully. Her knees 
had gone weak as it dawned on her how her 
simple discovery was going to turn this 
world upside down. She fought a queasy mo- 
ment as she wondered how the United Earth 
Council was going to react to the coming 
changes and her role in them. 

Sandiori had risen as she finished and his 
face was flushed and angiy as he stalled to 
sputter indignantly. “1 will not sanction 
this... this scheme!” 

“I’m afraid you're not going to have any 
choice,” Jhosh pointed out as he moved 
closer to Sandiori. “Reverend Holcum has 
just become a star of screen and pulpit. Any 
attempt to shut her up would bring on a 
worldwide protest.” 

Christine reached up a steadying hand as 
Jhosh and Sandiori start ed to square off like 
a pair of old-fashioned boxers. 

“The only sensible thing to do is to work 
together.” She tried to calm them down, sud- 
denly remembering coming between Billy 
Peterman and Kenny Daws on the play- 
ground when she was II. The expressions 
and postures of the t.wo men were identical 
to those of the boys. “The present leadeishij) 
must be a leading force in revealing the 
truth. It has to be seen as a voluntary ad- 
mission, now that there is no reason to keep 
the tmth from anyone.” 

Jhosh backed off immediately and bowed 
momentarily to her before turning back to 
Sandiori. 

“You’re right. My apologies, Suiireme Rev- 
erend.” 

Sandiori was not. mollified and remained 
standing stiffly. 

“You can’t seriously believe that you’re 
going to be able to force your ideas on Ihe 
chinch administration just like that?” 

Jhosh stood behind Christine and put a 
hand on the back of her chair. “Reverend 
Holciun is right about t he proper way to han- 
dle this. What do you think W'Ould happen if 
some of us went behind your back and stalled 
releasing scientific data? With the reality of 
her miracle as a buffer, tlie liutli would come out, 
but instead of being part of the revelation and 
respected for your concern and integrity, 
you would be perceived as a power-hungry 
dictator. Think about it! How do you want to 



be remembered?” He leaned forward. “At 
least this way, you'll probably get to keep 
your job. The administrative tasks of run- 
ning the world remain, and you’re very good 
at that soil of thing." He shnigged. “I’ll admit 
it. And I sure don’t want the job!” 

Christine coughed delicately. “I hate to be 
hea\^-handed, but let me add a little pres- 
sure.” She felt like cringing. If the Council 
ever found out that she was interfering like 
this, she would bo luclcy to get away with a 
temiination. But she couldn’t help hciself; she 
felt compelled to follow the path she was on. 

Sandiori eyed her suspiciously. “Now what?” 

“The adaptive mut ation, climate adaptive, 
that is. How prevalent is that?” She had just 
realized the significance of it , and swallowed 
as she realized how she was blackmailing 
Sandiori. 

The Supreme Reverend’s face could have 
been earned out of granite as he stood there, 
and looking over her shoulder, she saw that 
even Jhosh looked shocked. 

“Wiat aie you talking about?” ScUidiori asked 
stiffly after a moment. 

“Oh, come on. I would have found out in a 
few months anyway. Why the big secret? Or 
were you perhaps hoping that by then, I 
might have been mori? easily persuaded to 
keep silent?” 

Sandiori's face was unreadable, but the 
brief smile that touched Jhosh’s still sur- 
prised face confirmed her guess. She was re- 
ally stalling to appreciate him as she looked 
up at Sandiori. 

“How do you think Earth would react to 
learning about it? The public, and the scien- 
tists?” 

She let him mull over t hat. and turned back 
to Jhosh, wondering about what she had 
seen. “How fai’ does it go in winter?” 

“We get pretty funy” he admitted with a 
smile, ignoring Sandiori’s look of outrage. 
“How did you guess?” 

She explained the changes she had no- 
ticed as he went from the outdoors to an air- 
conditioned environment. “That’s another 
reason for the skimpy clothing!” she real- 
ized. “And why you drink so much water: 
cooiing by evaporation.” 

Jhosh was chuckling as he turned to San- 
diori. “Apparently science and theology 
aren’t quite as mutually exclusive on Eartli 
as you had hoped.” 

“Was the adaptation planned?” Christine 
wondered, suspecting natural evolution 
alone probably couldn’t account for such a 
rapid physiological change. 

S ANDIORI HAD BEEN STANDING MOTiON- 
less, a range of expressions flashing 
across his face, but at her last ques- 
tion he seemed to crumple and he 
dropped back into his seat heavily. 

“How much of this do you intend to tell 
your superiore?” 

Christine thought about it, looking back 
and forth from Sandiori’s bleak face to the 
suddenly uneasy Jhosh. After a moment she 
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answered slowly; "Perhaps it might be best 
not to make any mention of this just yet. 
You’re going to have enough problems try- 
ing to educate your people. No need to make 
Eai1h neivous.” 

Sandiori let loose an explosive sigh of re- 
lief. “Thank you, Reverend!” He leaned for- 
ward. “The truth,” he offered, “is that the 
climate adaptation began as an accidental 
combination of evolution and subconscious 
use of mass psychic pressure. When ihe sci- 
entists began noticing that consistent and 
benign imilalions were occurring, all lead- 
ing to greater tolerance of environmental ex- 
tremes, it was decided to try to accelerate 
the process. Subliminal guidance was in- 
serted into all media.” He held up a hand. 
“Don’t ask for specifics. I am not a scientist. 
But it worked. Thanks to these changes, we 
are now able to be comfortable the entire 
year, In winter, our skin toughens, fat de- 
posits increase, and hair follicles extrude to 
trap more body heat. And in summer, the 
skin relaxes and roughens to expose more 
skin area for evaporation, and we have to 
drink large amounts of fluid to keep cool. 
There are other changes, too, in terms of cir- 
culation and such, but I’m not a doctor.” 
“No need for that. I get the picture. Thank 
you for being honest about it.” 

Sandiori reached across the desk to lay a 
hand on hem. “I want you to understand why 
we have to keep this from Earth. Between 
the way ‘miracles’ work here and the fact 
that our concentrated psychic focus can 
have such a profound effect, we can’t trust 
Earth not to come in and tiy to take advan- 
tage of us. Or to be frightened." 

F or the first time since she had 
mot him, she felt his honest and sin- 
cere concern, and she patted his 
hand. “I agree. The decision about, 
how much you want me to tell my suiDcrioi-s, 
and when, will be yours. I am only here to 
facilitate communications between our 
worlds, and I have already interfered too 
much.” Was that ever an underslalemeiU! 
she thought to hemelf. She couldn’t believe 
what she had been doing. 

Sandiori freed his hand, looking a little 
embarrassed as he straightened formally. 
“Well, Reverend. It seems as if we have our 
work cut out fonts, Ihaitks to you. Would you 
please accompmty us to the Capitol Com]fiex? 
Perhaps you will be able to help us in work- 
ing out Ihe details of how to enlighten our 
people? Your participation will be crucial.” 
Jhosh grinned. “Look on it as job security.” 
He held out a hand as she rose. “Allow me to 
escort you." 

Christine laughed, feeling suddenly re- 
leased. “Thank you, gentlemen. It would be 
an honor.” 

As she headed for the door, a litt le part of 
her mused that ‘feeling released’ was an in- 
teresting way of looking at things — i\s if she 
had not entirely been the mo\ing force be- 
hind what she had been doing. ...□ 
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Kent State University, and has also written 
monographs for Stamront on both Philip Jose 
Farmer and Anne McCaffrey. She appeared 
as a walk-on character in Fanner’s novel Red 
Ore’s Rage under the name Mary Brizzi. 

Charles Deinorat collects SF toys, in- 
cluding robots, spaceships, and rayguns. Tlie 
pride of his collection is a 1951 Tom Corbett 
Space Academy playset. His art assignments 
have included illustrations for Enterlain- 
men t Weekly and a pop-up produced for the 
program book of the 1992 All-Star Game. He 
toured as a member of Tommy James and 
the Shondells in the 70s. 

Bruce Boston has published nine collec- 
tions of poetry and eight short story collec- 
tions culled from his over 700 stories, poems 
and prose poems that have appeared in The 
New York Times Magazine, The Pushcai't 
Prize Anthology, Year's Best Fantasy and 
Hoiror and Fiction. Boston is a long-time 
resident of the San Francisco Bay Area. 

Stephen Johnson obtained a BFA in 
Painting at the University of Kansas, after 
which he studied for a year in France. His il- 
lustrated childrens' books include A Clmst- 
mas Cai'ol and The Nutcracker Ballet for 
Andrews and McNeel and The Samw'ai’s 




Mary A. Turzillo 



F. Alexander Bwjcha 



Daughter and The Snow Wife for Dial 
Books. His CD coveis have included Wognei' 
Without Wo?'ds and Carmen Without Words 
for CBS/Sony. 

F. Alexander Brejcha was bom in Swe- 
den in 1957 and came to the United States in 
1968, where he discovered SF. His fiction has 
appeared regularly in Analog, and his non- 
fiction has appeared in Sports and Spokes, 
and The Pittsburgh Press. He is presently 
completing the novelization of a pair of Ana- 
log novellas, and is working on both a horror 
novel and a disability survival book. 




Dana Paxson Greg Costikyan 



D ana Paxson has been an SF 
fan since 1956, when he started 
reading the genre as a teenager. 
He developed his writing talent 
by, among other things, taking a 
course from Nancy Kress at Writers and 
Books in Rochester, where he has made his 
home for 25 years. “Spice on Hot Steel” is Ids 
fiist published story He is hard at work on 
other tales set in the same milieu. 

Janet Aulisio studied at the New York 
Scenic School of Design arid the Ridgewood 
School of Art in New Jersey. Her illustrations 
have been appearing for 15 years in the 
genre’s largest magazines, and she has done 
work for gaming manufacturers such as 
FASA and Gante Designers Workshop. 

Roger Zelazny first came to prominence 
in the ’60s with a series of classic stories 
such as “A Rose For Ecclesiastes,” “The 
Doors of His Face, the Lamps of His Mouth” 
and others. He is the creator of the well- 
loved Ambei- series of novels (including 
Nine Princes in Amber and Tnnnps of 
Doom) which have been appearing regularly 
for over 20 years. His fiction has won nu- 
merous Hugo and Nebula Awards. 

Over an 18-year career in adventure gam- 
ing, Greg Costikyan has designed 23 com- 
mercially-published games, five of them 
Origins Award winners. His recent novel. By 
The Sivoid, prentiered on Prodigy, the com- 
puter network, attracting 100,000 readers 
prior to its print publication, an electronic 
publishing first, He also writes short fiction, 
including a stoiy in our September 1993 
issue, □ 
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RANDAL SPANGLER 




950 offset lithoprints s/n 
$ 68 . unmatted 
$85 triple-matted 



ADMIRAL LADNAR’S 95 Artist’s Proofs 

MECHANICAL MACKEREL $85 . unmatted 

©1993 Randal Spangler $106.25 triple-matted 

I 6 V 4 " X ISVs" image size 

Prints are made on high-quality acid-free paper with lightfast inks. 

Each comes with a Certificate of Authenticity, and a copy of the story, “Mission to Ohm.”. 



Ladnar the wizard has gone to Ohm at the request of the Dtagling™ twins, Dagmar and Dewey. 
Aboard his remarkable submarine, they set out inseatch of a fabled underwater city. 

Award-winning artist Randal Spangler has shared his fantasy world with thousands of North 
American collectors for sixteen years. Discover his magical vision for yourself 




To order, call 1 ' 800 ' 825'1281 or mail check or money order to: 


FANTASflJ<^ 

P.O. BOX 10161 • KANSAS CITY, MO 64111 

fulUcolor catalui; available far $2. 






Sail Away on the 
Music of Imagination 




The Art of fames C. Christensen. The Royal Music Barque. 

A limited edition fine art print crafted luith Creative Impressions"' 
embossing and gold- and dear-foil stamping. $375 



J oin award-winning artist James C. Christensen, creator of 
"the land a little left of reality," on The Royal Music Barque, 
where a magical king and Itis entourage glimmer and glisten ^ 
with unique Greenwich Workshop 
Creative Impressions'” crafting. 

Clear-foU stamping makes the 
gems and filigree sparkle, and gold- 
foil stamping creates the shine 
on the royal flag and princess' 
hairband. Extra-fine embossing 
techniques change Christensen's 
painted frame into a golden portal. 



THE GREENWICH 
WORKSHOP 



Please? send me complimentary information on James C. 
Christensen's The Roynl Miis/fjtu’ Biirque, and the name and 
address of my nearest Greenwich Workslmp dealer. 



Street _ 
City_ 
2'P- — 



through wiiich you can glimpse another w'orld. Take a very 
pleasant boat ride on the tide of James C. Christensen's imagi- 
? nation. Almost all of this artist's delightful and amazing 
limited edition fine art prints have 
sold out at the publisher, so be sure 
to board The Royal Music Barque 
before it sails aw’ay. 

Please write or call today for 
complimentary full-color informa- 
tion and for the name and ad- 
dress of the authorized Greenwich 



77/r . (/i p/\/)i.srooirf/'- --—I Workshop dealer nearest you 



THE GREENWICH WORKSHOP, INC., 311 Lindeman Drive, Tmmbuli, CT 116611 « Toll free (800) 243-4246 

THE GREENWICH WORKSHOP LTD., 3781 Victoria Park Avenue, Unit 6, ScarhorouRh, Ontario Ml W 3K5 • (416) 490-8342 • Toll free (800) 263-4001 




